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mentable death of Edward the 


5 
f 

| ſecond, king of England: with the 

tragicall fall ef proud Mortimer. 


Eurer Gaueſtone reading en a letter that was 
| 1 brought him fromthe king. 
| 


Y father is deceaſt, come Gazeſtov, 
And ſhare the kingdom with thy deereſt friend | 
Ah words that make me ſurfer with delight: 
Y a What greater bliſſe can hap to Gaueſton, 
Then liue and be the fauorit ofa king? {| 
- SweeteprinceIcome,theſc theſe thy amorous lines, 
Might haue enforſt me to haue ſwum ſrom France, 
And like Leander gaſpt vpon the ſande, 
| , So thou wouldſt ſmile and take me in thy ar:acs, 
1 Tis fight of London to my exiled eyes, 
ls as Elizium to a new come ſoule, 
| Not that I louethe citie or the men, 
But that it harbors him Ihold ſo deare, 
9 The king, vpon whoſe boſome let me die, 
| And with the world be ſtill at enmitie: 
* What neede the artick people loue ſtar- light, 
AJTo whom the ſunne ſhines both by day and aight. 
| 4 Farcycllbaſcſioopingrothe 2 peeres, , 
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The Tragedie 
My knee ſhall bowe to none but to the king, 
As for the multitude that are but ſparkes, 
KRakt vp in embers of their pouertie, 
Tanti; lle fanne firſt on the winde, 
That glaunceth at my lips and ſlieth away: 
Bui how now, What are theſe? 
| Enter three poore men, 
Poort men. Such as deſite your worſhips ſeruice. 
Ganeſt, What canſt thou doe? 
t.poore. I can ride. 
| Gazeſt, But I haue no horſes, What art thou? 
2.poore, A traueller. 
FHaueſt. Let me ſee, thou wouldſt do well 
Jo waite at my trencher, & tell me lies at dinner time, 
And as Ilike your diſcoutſing, ile haue you. 
And whatart thou? 
| © - poore. A ſouldier, that bath ſeru d againſt the Scot, 
| + Ganeſt. Why there are hoſpitals for ſuch as you, 
I haue no warre, and therefu. e fir be gone. 

Feld. Farewell, and periſh by a ſouldiers hand, 
That wouldſt reward them with an hoſpitall. 
Sau. I, I. theſe wordes of his mouę me as much, 

As if a Gooſe ſhould play the Porpintine, 

And dart her plumes, thinking to pierce my breſt, 

But yet it is no paine to ſpeake men faire, 
lle flitter theſe, and make them liue in hope: 

You know that I came lately out of France, 

And yet I haue not viewed my Lord the king, 
Ifl ſpecd well, ile entertaine you all, ; 

| Omnes, We thanke your worſhip, 2 

©  Gancf,1 haue ſome buſines, leaue me to my ſelfe, 
Orcs. We will wait heete about the court, Ex un. 


Ganeff, ; 
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ofEdwardthe ſecond. bh 


Gaxeft.,Do :theſe are not men for me, | 1 

| I muſt haue wanton Poets, pleaſant its, 

Muſitians, that with touching of a ſtring 

; bx 4 ; 

J. Maydrawthepliant king which way pleaſe 

| Muſic ke and poetrieis his delight, 

Therefore ile haue Italian mastes by night, 

svoeete ſpeeches, comedies, and pleaſing ſhowes, 

| And in the day when he ſhall walke abroad, 

Like Suan Nimphes my pages ſhall be clad, 

| _ My men like 4 grazing on the lawnes, 

1 Shall with their Goate feete daunce an antick hay, 

| Sometime a louelie boye in D:ax; ſhape, 

* With haire that gilds the water as it glides, 
Crownets of peatle about his naked armes, 

| And in his ſportfull hands an Oliue tree, | 

To hide thoſe parts which men delight to ſee, | 

', Shall bathe himin a ſpring, and there hard by, 

One like Aeon peeping through che groue, 

Shall by che angrie goddeſſe be tranſformde, 

And running in the likenes ofan Hart, | | 

By yelping 3 puld downe, and ſeeme to die, 

Such things es theſe beſt pleaſe his maieſtie. | 

ee Mylord,heere comes the king and the nobles 

From the parlament, ile ſtand aſide. 


Enter the King, Lancaſter, Mortimer ſenior, CMortmer 
| iunior, Edmund Earle of Kent , Guis Earle of Mar- 
wicle, & e. 


| 
- Edward. Lancaſter, 
| Lexcaſt. My Lorde. 
fy Gaveft, That Earle of Lancaſter doIabhorre, 
l ' N A 3 Fawa. 


{ The Tragedie 
Edu. Will you not gtaunt me this? in ſpight oſ them 
Ie haue my will, and theſe two Mortimer, 
] That croſſe me thus, ſnall know I am diſpleaſd. 
or: ſe. If you loue vs my lord, hate Gaueffon. 
gaueſt. That villaine Mortimer ile be his death. 
Uler. iu. Mine vnc kle heere, this Earle, & I my ſelfe, 
Were ſworne to your father at his death, | 
That he ſhould nere returne into the tealme: 
And know my lord, ere Iwill breake my oath, 

This ſword of mine that ſhould offend your foes, 
Shall ſleepe within the ſcabberd at thy neede, 
And ynderneath thy banners march who will, 

For Mortimer will hang his armor vp. 
| Gaueſt, (Mort. dies. 
E dw. Well Mortimer, ile make thee rue theſe wards, 
Beſeemes it thee to contradict thy king? 
1 Frownſtchouthereat aſpiring Lancaſter, 


| The ſworde ſhall plane the furrowes of thy browes, 

And hewtheſe knees that now are growne ſo ſtiffe, 
| Iwillhaue Gaueſfon, and you ſhall know, 

What danger tis to ſtand againſt your king. 
Gaueſt. Well doone, Ned. 
| 
| 
{ 


Lan. My lord why do you thus incenſe your peeret, 
That naturally would loue and honour you: 
But for that baſe and obſcure Gaueſton, 
Foure Earldomes haue I beſides Lancaſter, 
Darbie, Salsburie, Lincolne, Leiceſter, 
Theſe will i ſell to giue my ſouldiers paye, 
Ere Gaucſton ſhall ſtay within the realme, 
Therefore ifhe be come, expell him ſtraight. 
Ed. Barons & Earls, your pride hath made me mute, 
But now ile ſpeake, and to the proofe I hope: 
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« The vndaunted ſpirit of Percie was appeaſd, 


Ido remember in my fathers dayes, 

Lord Pereis ofthe North being highly mou d, 
Brau'd Momberie in preſenc e of the king, 

For which, had not his highnes lou d him well, 
He ſhould haue loſt his head, but with his looke, 


And Qfomwberie and he were reconcild: 
Yet dare you braue the king vnto his face, 
Brother reuenge it, and let theſe their heads, 
Preach vpon poles for tteſpaſſe of their tongues. 
Warwicke, O our heads, | 
Edw. I yours, and therefore I would wiſh you graunt. 
Vari. Bridle thy anger gentle Mortimer, 
Aer. iu. I cannot, nor I will not, I mult ſpeake, 
Coſin, our hands I hope ſhall fence our heads, 
And ſtrike off his that makes you threaten vs. 
Come vnc kle, let vs leaue the brainſick king, 
And henceforth patle with our naked ſwordſs. 
Aor. ſe. Wilſhire hath men enough to ſaue our heads. 
Warm. All Warwickſhire will loue him for my ſake. 
Lanc, And Northward Gauaſton hath many friends, 
Ade w my Lord, and cither change your minde, 
Or looke to ſec the throne where you ſhould fir, 
To floate in bloud, and at thy wanton head, 
The glozing head of thy baſe minion throwne. 
Exeunt Nobiles. 
Edis. I cannot broołe theſe hautie menaces: 
Am la king and muſt be ouer rulde ? 
Brother diſplaie my enſignes in the field, 
Ile bandie with the Barons and the Earles, 
And eyther die, or liue with Gaueſton, 
Gau. Ican no longer kee pe me ſrom my lord. 


Ed. , 
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ne 1 ragedie 
Edv. What Ganeſtov,welcome 1kis not my hand, 
J. Embrace me Gaueſton as I do thee: 
Why ſhouldſt thou kneele, 
'' *Knowelt thou not who Iam? 


Thy friend, thy ſelfe, another Ganeſion, 
Not Hilat was more mourned of Hercules, 
Then thou haſt beene of me ſincethy exile, 


Gan. And fince I went from hence, no ſoule in hell. 


Hath felt more torment then poore Ganeſton, 


Edw, I know it, brother welcome home my friend, 


Nou let the treacherous Mortimers conſpire, 
Aud that high minded eatle of Lancaſter, 

Ihaue my wiſh, in that / w thy ſight, 

And ſooner ſhall the ſea ortwhelme my land, 
Then beare the ſhip that ſhall eranſport thee hence 
Iheere create thee Lord high Chamberlaine, 
Chee fe Secretarieto the [tate and me, 

Earle of Cornewall,king and lord of Man. 


Gaueſt. My lord, theſe titles far exceed my worth, | | 


Kent, Brother, the leaſt oftheſẽ may well ſuffice 


LForone of greater birth then Gaueſton. 

Ea. Ceaſe brother, for I cannot brooke theſe words, 
Thy woorth ſweet friend is far aboue my guifts, 
There ſbte to equall it teceiue my hart, 

If for theſe dignities thou be enuied, 


lle giue thee moce, for but to honour thee, 


Is Edward pleazd wich kinglie tegiment. 


Featſt thou thy perfon ? thou ſhalt haue a guard? 
Wants thou gold? go to my treaſurie, 


Mouldlſt thou be loude and fearde ? receiue my ſeale, 
" Sauce or condemne, and in our name commaund, 


a What ſo thy mindeaſf;Qes or fancie likes. 


Guus. 


OI EdCWArd tNceIlecond, 
Gaus. It ſhall ſuffice me toenioy your loue, 
Which whiles J haue, I thinke my ſelfe as great, 
As Cæſar riding in the Romaine ſtreete, | 
Wich captive kings at his triumphant Carre, 


Euter the Biſpopef Couentris. 
Edu. Whether goes my Lord of Coucntrieſo faſt} 
Viſd. To celebrate your fathers exe quies, 
But is that wicked Ganeſtonreturnd? a 
Edv, Iptieſt, and liues to be reuengd on thee, 
That wert the onely cauſe of his exile. 
Gave. Tis true, and but for reuerence of theſe robey, | 


Thou ſhouldſt nor plod one foote beyond this place. 


B:ſh.1 did no more then I was bound to do, 
And Genefton vnleſſe thou be reclaimd, 
As then I did incenſe the patlement, 
So will Inow, and thou ſhalt back to France. 
Gaue. Sauing your teuetenc e, you muſt pardon me; 
Edw. [hrowe of his golden miter, rend his ſtole, 
And in the channell chriſten him a new. 
Rent. Ah brother, lay not violent hands on him, 
For heele complaine vnto the ſea of Rome. 
Gaus. Let him coinplaine vnto the ſea of hell, 
lle be reuengd on him for my exile, I 
Edw. No, Ipare his liſe, but ſeaze vpon his goods, 
Be tliou lard biſhop, aud receive his rents, | 
And make him ſerue thee as thy chaplaine, 
I giue him thee, hete vic him as thou wilt. 
Gaxe. He ſhall to priſon, and chere die in boults. 


Edm. Ito the tower, the fleete, or where thou wilt. 
Bib. For this offence be thou accurſt of God. 
Edæ. Whoſe there? conueie this prieſt to the tower. 


1 


Jiſr. True, true. 


e Iragedie 
Edu. But in the meane time Geneſton away, 
JEt And take — oſhis houſe and goods, 
w Come follow me, and thou ſhalt haue my guarde, 
i To ſee it done, and bring thee ſafe agalne. 
II Gave, What ſhould a 10 do with ſo faire a houſe? 


N A priſon maybeſceme his holineſſe. 
1. Euter both the Mortimers, Warwicke, 
= and Lanc«ſter, 


Par, Tis true, the Biſhop is in the tower, 
And goods and wy giuen to Gaweſion, 
N L. What? will they tyrannize yponthe Church? 
A Ah wicked king,accuriſed Ganeſton, | 
It This ground which is cortupted with their ſteps, 
| At Shallbetheirtimeles ſepulcher,ormine, 
II Aer, iu. Wel, let 8 previth Freachmi guard him ſure 
lj Ih Vnleſſe his breſi be ſword proofe he ſhall die. 
CI . Horſe How now. whydroopsthe eatle of Lancaſter? 
| Ea or. iu. Whetfore is Cuy of Warwicke diſcontent? 

| Lan. That villaine Gaveſton is made an Earle, 
£ Alortim. ſen, An Katle! 

Fo Var. I, and beſides, lord Chamberlaine of the realme, 

And ſecretary to, and lord of Man, 

Tt Mor. ſe. We may not, nor we will not ſuffer this. 
„Tt Aer. iu. Why poſt we not from hence to leuie men? 
{ If Lan. My lord of Corne wall, now at euery worde, 
Ile And happie is the man, whom he vouchſafes 
}.. Is. For yailing of his bonnet one good looke, 
Fe Thus arme in arme, the king and he dooth marche: 
W. Nay more, the guarde vpon his lordſhip waites: 
W And oll the court begins to flatter him. 
S2 Mur. Thus leaning on the ſhoulder of the king, 
W He nods, and ſcornes, and ſmiles at thoſe that you 
Auer. ſe. Doth no man take exceprions at the 1 


1 
1114 
1 

* 
* 
8 
2 

* 

wk 12 
#. 8 0 
1 
8 
. . 


13 | 


. 


ͤäͤ—ä— i... e 
"= — 


1 
| 


þ 


0 awarc e lecond. | 
Lav, All ſtomack him, but none dare ſpeake a word. 
Morin, Ah that bewraies their baſenes Lancaſter, 

Wete all the Earles and Barons of = minde, 

Weele halc him from the boſome of the king, 

And at the court gate hang the peſſant vp. 

Who ſwolne with venome of ambitious pride, 

Will be the ruine of the realme and vs. 

| Enter ; he Biſhop of Canterburie, 

War. Here comes my lord of Canterburies grace, 
Lan. His countenance bewraies he is diſpleaſd. 
Biſb. Firſt were his ſacred garmentsrent and torne, 

Then laide they violent hands vpon him next, 

Himſelfe impriſoned, and his goods aſceaſd, 

This certifie the Pope, away take horſſe. 
Le», My lord, will you take armes againſt the king? 

Biſb. What neede J, God himſelfe is vp in armes, 

When violence is offered to the church. 

Mor. in. Then wil you ioine with vs that be his peeres 

To baniſh orbehead that Gaweſton ? 

Biſs. VVhat els my lords, for it concernes me neere, | 

The Biſhoprick of Couentrie is his. 

Enter the Queenc. | 
Mor. iu. Madam, whether walks your maieſtie ſo faſl? | 
Que. Vnto the forreſt gentle Mortimer, 
To liue in greefe and balefull diſcontent, 


a 
{ 


For now my lord the king regardes me not, 


But dotes vpon the loue of Gaueſton, 
He claps his cheekes, and hanges about his neck, 
Smiles in his fac e, and whiſpers in his cares, 
And wheu Icome, he frownes, as who ſhould ſay, 
Go whether thou wilt ſeeing I haue Gaueſton. 
Mor. ſe. Is it not ſtraunge, that he is thus bewitcht? 
Mor. iu. Madam, teturne vnto the coutt againe: 
B 2 That 


N ; * 
v « 


Ihe Tragedie 
That ſlie inueigling Frenchman weele lle, 

Ei Or lole our liues: and yet ere that day come, 

W The king ſhall loſe his erowne, for we haue power, 
And courage to, to be reuengde at full. | 
I Bit. But yet lift not your ſwords againſt the king. 
| 3 Lavi No, but weele liſt Gaueſton from hence. 


I. And war muſt be the me anes, or heele ſlay til, 
| - ow. Then let him ſtay, for rather then my lord 
f H S&hallbe oppreſt by ciuill mutinies, 
Iwilendure a melancholie life, 
| N And let him ſrollick with bis minion. 
| A. Big. My lotds. to caze all this, but heare me ſpeake, 

a It vve and the teſt that are his co unſellers, 
|| Al VVillmeer&and with a generall conſent, ES 
Tl Confirme his baniſhment with our handes and ſealet. 
Ih Ta VVhat we confirme the king will fruſtrate. 
| Clo Aforiin. Then may we lawfully reuolt from him. 

: E. Ver But ſay my lord, where ſhall this meeting bee? 
Biſh, At the new temple. 

ler. iu. Content: 
Fo And in the meane time Ile intreat you all, 

co croſſe to Lambeth, and there ſtay with me. 
A Tt Tan. Come then lets away. | | 

It Qlor. in. Madam farewell, 

It. Qu. Farewell ſweet Mortimer, and for my ſake, 
le Forbeare toleuiearmes againſt the king. 3 


b A A Mor. iu. I. if words will ſerue, jf not, I muſt. 
5. 8 Eater Gaucſton and the earle of Kent. 


ca. Edmund the mightie prince of Lancaſter, . 
52 That hath more earldomes then an aſſe can beare, 

5 W And both the CAfortimerstwo goodly men, 
VVich Ge of V Varwlck that te doubted knigbe, 


Aro 


of EdvardtheTccond, 


Are gone towards Lambeth, there let themremaine, 
Exenni, 


, Enter Nobilles. 
| Len, Here is the forme of Gaveſtons exile : 
| May it pleaſe your lordſhip to ſubſcribe your name. 
Biſb. Giue me the paper. 
Lan. Quick quick my lorde, 
long to write my name. 
IVar, But I long more to ſee him baniſht hence. 
Mor. in. The name of Mortimer ſhall fright the king, 
Valcſſc he be declinde from that baſe peſant. 


Enter the King and Gaueſton. 
Edv. VVhat? are you mou'd that Ganeſton fits heere? | 
It is our pleaſure, we will haue it ſo. 
Lav. Your grace doth wel to place him by your fide, | 
For no where elſe the new carle is ſo ſafe. 
Mor. ſe. VVhat man of noble birth can brooke this 
fight? 
Quam male conueniunt: 
: See whataſcornfull looke the peſant caſts. 
| Penb. Can kinglie Lions fawne on creeping Ants? 
Har. Ignoble vaſſaile that like Phaeton, 
Aſpirſt vnto the guidance of the ſunne. | 
| MAforju.Theirdownfallis at hand, their forces downe, 
| Ve will not thus be facſt and ouerpecrd. ! 


Edw. Lay hands on that traitor (Mortimer. 
Mor. ſe. Lay hands on that traitor Gaueſton. 
Kent, Is this the dutie that you owe your king? 
War. V Ve know our duties, let him know his peeres. 
Fax. Whether will you beare him, ſlay or ye ſhall die, 
Horſe. Ve are no traitors, therefore threaten not. 
B 3 Gay. 


Biß. VVhy are you moou 
And ſee what we your councellers haue done. 


Curſc m., depo 


© — 


The Tragedie 
Gas, No, threaten not my lord, but pay them home; 


VVere Ia king. 
Mor. in. Thou villaine, wherfore talkes thou of a kin g. 


That hardly art a gentleman by birth? 


Ed. VVere he a peaſant being my minion, 
Ile make the prow deſt of you ſtoope to him. 
Lan, My lord, you may not thus diſparage vt, 
Away I ſay with hate full Ganeſton. 
Mort, ſe. And with the earle of Kent that fauors him. 
Ed. Nay, then lay violent hands ypon your king, 


Here Martimer, ſit thou in Edwards throne, 
 Warwickeand Lancaſter, weate you my crowne, 


VVas euer king thus ouer rulde as 17 
Lan. Learne then to tule vs better and the realme. 
Mor. un. VVhat we haue done, 

dur hart bloud ſhall maintane. 
zar. Think you that we can brooke this ypſtare 
Ed. Anger aud wrathfull ſurie ſtops my ſpeec 


d, be patient my lord, 


8 


Mor. iu. My lords, now let vs all be reſolute, 


And either haue our wils, or loſe our liues. 
Ti ; Ere my ſweete Gaueſton ſhall part from me, 
This Ile ſhall fleete ypon the Ocean, 

And wander to the vnfr<quented [ade, 


Ed. Me ete you for th's, proud ouerdaring peeres, 


Biſs. You know that I am legate to the Pope, 
On your allegeance tothe ſea ofRome, 
Subſcribe as we haue done to his exile, 

Mor. in. Curſe him, if he re fuſe, and then may we 
Depoſe him and elect an other king. | ; 
Edw, there it goes,but yet I will notyeeld, 
eme, doe the worſt you can. 


E 5 et ent erm 


of Edward the ſecond, 

| Then linger not my lord but do it ſtraight. 
A how che Biſhop was abuſde, | 
Either baniſh him that was the cauſe thereof, [ 
Or / will preſentlie diſcharge theſe lords, = 
{ Ofduticand allegeanceduetothee, 1 
Edv. it bootes me not to threat, / muſt ſpeake faire, 
The Legate otthe Pope will be obhayd: 
My lord, you ſhalbe Chauncellor of therealme, 
Thou Lancaſter,high admitall of our fleete, 
Vong Mortimer and his vnckle ſhalbecarles, 
And you lord V Varwick, preſident of the North, 
| And thouof V Vales,ifthis content you nor, 


' 
' 


Make ſcuerall kingdomes ofthis monarchie, 

Andſhare it equally amongſt you all, 

So may haue ſome nooke or corner left, 
| To frolike with my deereſt Gaueſton. 

BVI. Nothing ſhall alter vs, wee are reſolu'd, 
Lax, Come. come, ſubſcribe. 
| MAforis. VVhy ſhould you loue him, 

whome the world hates ſo? 

Edw, Becauſe he loues me more then all the world x 
Ah none but rude and ſauage minded men, 
VVould ſceke the ruine of my Gaueſlen, 

Lou chat be noble borne ſhould pitie him. 

1 that are princely borne ſi ould ſhake 

im eff, 

For ſhame ſubſcribe, and let the lowne de part. 

tor. ſe. Vrge bim my lord. 

Biſb. Are you content to baniſh him the realme ? 

Edv. I ſee I muſt, and therefore am content, 
In ſteede of inke, ile write it with my teares. 
Aer. iu. The king is loue · ſick for his minion, 

E. Tis done, and no accurſed hand fall off, 


—— 293 „„ 


. L. 


. rage Ale : EY 
Lu. Glue it me, ile haue it publiſhed in the Nie; 
lor. uu. Ile ſee him — diſpatched — 22 
Ziſb. Now is my heart at — 3 
arm. And ſo is mine. 
Penb. I his will be good newes to the common fore, © 
Q or. ſe. Be it or no, he ſhall not linger here. 
Exeunt Nobiles, b 

Ed. low faſt they run to baniſh him loue, 
They would not ſtir, were it to do me good: 
Why ſhould a king be ſubiect to a prieſt? 
Proud Rome, that hatcheſt ſuch imperiall groomes, 
For thiele thy ſuperſtitious tapeclights, 

Where wich thy antichriſtian churches blaze, 

Ile fire thy craled buildings, and enforee 

The papall towers, to kiſſe the lowlie ground, 

Wich ſlaughtered prieſts may Tibers channel ſwell, 
And bankes raiſd bigner with their ſepulchers: 
As for the peeres that backe the cleargie thus, 
It I be king, not ons of them ſhall live, 
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j Fe Enter Gautſton, 
| 7] Gu. My lord 1 heare it whitpered wy where, 
That / am baniſhd, and muſt flie the land. 


| Edi. Tis true ſweete Gaueſton, oh were it falſe, 

| 71, TheLegate ofthe Pope will haue it ſo, 

And chou mult hence; or [ſhall be depoſd, 

pe But / will taigue to be teueng d ofthem, 

And therefore ſweete friend, take itpatiently, 
Line where thou wilt, ile ſend thee gould enough, 

82 Andlong thou ſhalt not ſtay. ot if thou dooſt, 

le come ta thee, ny louc ſhall-neare decline, 

(ane. Is all my hope turnd to this hell of greefe. * _ 


| £dw, Rend not my hart with thy too pieteing words, 
| Thou | 


3 . 
ö 
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Stay Gaveſton I cannot leaue thee thus, 


ofEdwardtheſecond, |, 
Thou fror this land, I from my ſelfe am baniſhe, ' ut 
Gan. To go from hence, greeues not poore Gaus, | 
But to foriake you, in whole gratious lookes ek 
The bleſſednes of Gaueſten remaines, ; 
For no where elſe ſeekes he felicitie. | ] 
Ed. And onely thistorments my wretched ſoule, 
That whether I will ot no thou mult de part: 
Be gouernour of Iteland in my ſtead, 
And there abide till fortune call thee home. 
Here take my picture, and let me weare thine, 
O might Ikeepe thee heere, as I doe this, 
Happie were l, but now moſt miſerable. 
Oaueſt. Iis ſomething tobe pitied ofa king. 
Euw, Thou ſhalt not hence, ile hide thee ; MPT - 
Gas. I ſhal be found, and then twil greeue me more? 
Edwa. Kinde wordes, and mutuall talke, makes our 
greefe greater. 8 
Therefore with dum imbracement let vs part, 
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Gau. For euery looke, my lord drops done a teare, 

Seeing I mult go, do not rene my ſorrow. N 
Eda. The time is little that thou haſt to ſtay, 

And therefore giue me leaue to looke my fill, 

But come ſweete friend, ile beare thee on thy way. 
Gau. The peeres will frowne. | 
Edis. I paſſe not for their anger,come lets go, 0 

O chat we mightas well returne as goe. 


1 


Enter Edmund and Queen Iſabell. | 
8 goes my lord? . = 
Ed. Fawne not on me French ſtrumpet, get thee 

one. Wo f 
2 On whom but on my 8 —_— | 
„ 4. 


| The Tragedie | 
a. OnMortmer, with x hom vngentle Queene; 
El I ſay no more, iudge you the teſt my lord. 7 
Y Qu. ln ſaying this, thou wrongſt me Gaveſtor, 
Iſt nor enough, that thou cotrupts my lord, 
And art a bawd to his affections, 
But thou muſt call mine honor thus in queſtion ? 
Gau. Imeane not ſo, your grace mult pardon me, 
Edv. Thou art too familiar with that Mortimer, 
And by thy meanes is Gaueſton exilde, 
But Iwould wiſh thee reconcile the lords, 
Or thou ſhalt nere be reconcild to me. 
Qx. Your highnes knowes, it lies not in my power. 
Edw. Away then, touch me not, come Ganeſton, 
Qu. Villaine, tis thou that robſt ine ot my lord. 
Gau. Madam, tis you that rob me of my lord. 
Edw. Speake not vnto her, let her droope and pine. 
Qu. Where in my lord, haue I deſerud theſe words? 
Witneſſe the teares that /ſab:1/a ſheds, 
Witneſſe this hart, that ſighing for thee breakes, 
g Ho deare my lotd is to poore Ia bell. 
| Ed. And witneſſe heauen how deere thou art to me. 
II There weepe, for till my Gauęſton be repeald, 
I Aſſure thy ſelfe thou comſt not in wy ight. 
L Y COL Exeunt Edward and Ganefton, | 
"11, Q. O miſerable and diſtreſſed Queene! 
. Would when Lleft ſweer France and was imbatkt, 
' Be That charming Circes walkiag on the waues, 
V Hadchaungd my ſhape, or at the mariage day 
he cup of Hymen had beene full of poylon, 
82 Orwiththaſc armes that twind about my neck, 
| Thadbeene ſtifled, and not liued to ſee, 
The king my lord thus to abandon me: 
Like ſrantick Juve will I full the earth, ud 
= | | 
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For neuer doted ſowe on Garvimed, 
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Vvuuleſſe che ſea caſt yp hisſhipwrack body. 


| 


| 5 Qu, IAltortimer, ſor till he be reſtorde, 


e Od 0075 "no 
of Edward the ſecond. 7 


Wich gaſtlie murmure of my ſighes and cries, - 1 


So much as he on curſed Gareftor, 
But that will more exaſperate his wrath, 
I muſt entreat him, I muſt ſpeake him faire, 
Aud be a meanes to call home Gun eto: 
And yet heele euer dote on Gaueſton, | 
And ſo am I for euer miſerable. ct 2. 
Enter the Nobles to the 88 . 
Lene. Looke where the ſiſter ofthe king of Fraunce, 
Sits wringing of her hands, and beats her breſt. 
Warw,The king I feate hath ill intre ated her. ; 
Pen. Hard is the hart, that iniutes ſuch a ſaint, | 
Aer. iu. I know tis long of Gaueſton ſhe weepes. 
Mor. ſe. Why? he is gone. p 
Mor. iu. Madam, ho fares your grace? | 
#, Ah Mortimer now breaks the kings hate forth, 
And he confeſſeth that he loues me nor. ' 
Mor. iu. Crie quittance Madam then, & loue not him. 
Qs. No, rather will I dic a thouſand deaths, 
Aad yet I loue in vaine, heele nete loue me. 
Lan. Feare ye not Madam, now his minions gone, 
His wanton humor will be quicklie left. 
r. O neuer Lancaſter /! am inioynde, 
To ſue vnto you all for his repeale : 
This wils my lord, and this muſt I performe, j 
Or elſe be baniſhe from his highneſſe preſence, . 
Len. For his repeale, Madam, he comes not back, 


64 „ % ˙ ae. 
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Mur. And to behold ſo ſweete a ſight as that, 
Thetes none here, but would run his horſe to death. 
Mr. iu. But madam, would you haue v; cal him home 


C2 | The 
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Which bein g caught,ſtrikes him that takes it dead, 


is not for his ſake, but for our auaile: 


8 Nay 


The Tragedie 
The angrie king hath baniſhed me the court: 
And therefore as thou loueſt and tendreſt me, 
Be thou my aduocate vnto theſe peeres, 
Ale. in. What, would ye haue me plead for Geneffor? 
Mor. ſe. Plead for him he that will, I am reſolude. 
Ln. And ſo am I my lord, diſwade the Queene. 
22. O Lancaſter, let him diſwade tlie king, 
For tis againſt my will he ſhould returne. 
mar. Then ſpeake not for him, let the peſant go. 
Q. Tis for my ſelfe l ſpeake, and not tor him, 
Pen. No ſpeaking will preuaile, and therefore ceaſe, 
Mor, iu. Faire Queene forbeare to angle for the fiſhy 


Imeane that vile Torpedo, Gaueſtor, 

That now. hope flotes on the lriſh ſeas, | 
Qa. Sweete Qlorlimer, ſit downe by mea while, 
And Iwilltellthee reaſons of ſuch waighte, 


As thou wilt ſoone ſubſcribe to his repeale. 


Aor. iu. It is impoſſible, but ſpeake your minde. 
Qu Then thus, but none ſhal heare it but our ſelues. 
Lance. My Lords albeit the Queen winne Mortimer, 


will you be reſolute and hold with me? 


Mor. ſe, Not I againſt my nephew. | 5 
Pen. Feare not, the queens words cannot alter him, 
er. No, doe but marke how earneſtly ſhe pleads, 
Len, And ſee how coldly his lookes make deniall, 
War, She ſmiles,now for my life his mind is ehangd. 


Taxc. Ile rather looſe his friendſhip I, then graunt. 


Chor, in, Well ofneceſſii je it muſt be ſo, 
My Lords, th at I abhorte baſe Ganeſton, 


hope your honors make no queſtion, 


And therefore though Ipleade for hisrepeall, 


of Edward the ſecond. 
Nay forthe realms behoofe and for the kings. 
Lane. Fie Qlertimer, diſhonor not thy ſelfe, 
Can this be true ty as good to baniſh him ? 
And is this t: ue to call him home againe? 


. Such reaſons make white blacke, and darke night day. 


Mor. in. My Lord ot Lancaſter, marke the reſpe 
Lan, In no teſpect can contraries be true. | 
Qu. Yet good my lord, heare what he can alledge. 
War, All that he ſpeakes, is nothing, we are reſolud. 
A or. iu. Do you not wiſh that Gaueſton were dead? 
Pen, I would he were, 
Mor. iu. Why then my lord. giue me but leaue to ſpeak, 
Mor, ſe. But nephew, do not play the ſophiſter. 
Mor. iu. This which I vrge,is of burning zeale, 
To mend the king, and do our countrie good: 
Know you not Gazeſt-n hath ſtore of golde, 
Which may in Ireland purchaſe him ſuch friends, 
As he will front the mightieſt of vs all, 
And whereas he ſhall liue and be beloude, 
Tis hard for vs to worke his ouerthrow. | 
War, Marke you but that my lord of Lancaſter, 
Aor. in. But were he here, deteſted as he is, 
How eaſilie might ſome baſe ſlaue be ſubbornd, 
To greet his lordſhip with a poniard, 
And none ſo much as blame the murtherer, 
But rather praiſe him for that braue attempt, 
And in the Chronicle,enrowle his name, 
For purging of the realme of ſucha plague. 
Pen. He ſaith true. 
Lav, I. but how chance this was not done before? 


Abi iu. Becauſe my lords, it was not thought vpon: 


Nay more, when he ſhall know it lies in vs, 
To baniſh him, and then to call him home, 
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Twill make him vaile the topflag of his pride, 


Forhovſoeuer we haue borne it out, 
ITis treaſon to be vp againſt the king, 
So ſhall we haue the people ofour fide, 


And when the commons and the nobles ioyne, 


Then let her liue abandond and forlorne, 
Is new returnd, this newes will glad him much, 


But halfe ſo much, then were I treble bleſt. 
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And feare to offend the meaneſt noble man. 
Morſe, But how if he do not Nephewꝰ 
Mor. iu. Then may we with ſome colour riſein armes, 


Which for his fathers ſake leane to the king, 
But cannot brooke a nigkt growne muſhrump, 
Such a one as my Lord of Cornewall is, 
Should beare vs downe of the nobilitie, 


Iis not the king can buckler Gaueſton. 
Weele pull him from the ſtrongeſt hould he hath, 
My lords, if co performe this Ibe ſlack, 
Thinke me as baſe a groome as Gaueſton. 
Lan. On that — Lancaſter will graunt. 
Nur. And ſo will Penbrookg and J. 
Mor. ſc. And I. EX 25 
Mor. i u, In this [count me highly gratified, | 
And Mortimer will reſt at your commaund. 
Qu. And when this fauour Iſabell ſorgets, 


But ſee in happie time, my lord the kin f. 
Hauing brought the Earle of Cornewall on his way, 


Vet not ſo much as me, [lone him more 
Then he can Gaueſton, would he loud me 


Enter king Edward moorning. 
Edw. Hees gone, and for his abſence thus Imoorne, 
Did neuer ſorrow go ſonecre my heart, 


As 


OI ECWATIA TAC ICCON 
A dooth the want of my ſweete Gaueſton, 
And could my crownes reuenew bring him back, 
1 nouid freelie giue it to his enemies, 


* how he harpes vpon his minion, 
Eaw. My heart is as an anuiil ynto ſorrow, 
Which beates vpon it like the Cyclopshammers, 
And with the noiſe turnes vp my giddie braine, 
And makes me ft antick for my Gaueſton: 
Ah had ſome bloudleſſe furic roic from hell. 
And with my kinglie ſcepter ſtroke me dead, 
When [was forſt to leaue my Gaucſton. 
Lan, Diablo, what paſſions call you theſe 
Q. My gratious lord, I come to bring you newes. 
Eaw. That you haue parled with your Mortimer. 
Qu. Lhat Gaueſton my Lord ſhalbe repeald. 
Edw. Repeald, the ne wes is too ſweet to be true. 
Qs. But will you loue me, if you finde it ſo? 
Eu. Ir it be E. uh at will not Edward do? 
Qu. For Gaueſt on, but not ſor Iſabell. 
Edw. For thee faire Queene, if thouloueſt Gaveſtor, 
Ne hang a golden tongue about thy neck, 
Seeing thou haſt — with ſo good ſucceſſe. 
No other ie wels hang about my neck 
Thentheſe my lord, nor let me haue more wealth, 
Then Imay fetch from this ritch treaſurie: 
O how a kiſſe reuiues poore Iſabell. 


Edw. Once more recciue my hand, and let this be, 


Aſecond maciage twixt thy ſelfe and me. 


« And may it prooue more happie then the firſt, / / 


My gentle lord, beſpeake theſe nobles faire, 
That waite attendance fora gratious looke, 
And on their knees ſalute your maieſtie. 


And thinke / gaind, hauing bought ſo deare a friend, 


| 


vp 


IN |: 
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e Tragedie 
Edv. Couragious Lancaſter,imbrace thy king, 


And as groſſe yapours periſh by the ſunne, 


Euen ſolet hatred with thy ſoucraigne ſmile, 
Liue thou with meas my companion, | 
Lan. This ſalutation ouerioyes my heart. 9 
Edw. Warwick, ſnalbe my chiefeſt counſeller: of 


Theſe filuerhaires will more adorne my court, 


Then gaudie ſilkes, or rich imbrotherie, 


Chide me ſweete Warwick, if / go aſtray, x. 


nur. Slay me my lord, when / offend your gtace. 
Eds. In ſollemne triumphes, and in publike ſhowes, 


Piunbroolę (hall beate thel word before the king. 


Pen. And wich this ſword, Penbroolę wil fight for you - 
Edm. But where fore walkes yong Aortimer aſide? 
Be thou commaunder of our toyall ſleete, 
Or if chat loſtie office like thee not, 


1makethee heere lord Marſhall oftherealme. 


Mor. iu. My lord, ile marſhall ſo your enemies, 


As England ſhall be quiet, and you ſafe. 
Eav. And as ſor you, lord Mortimer of Chirke, 


Whoſe great atchiuements in our forrain warre, 


Deſerues no common place, nor meane te ward t 
Be you the generall of the leuled troopes, 


That now ate readie to aſſaile the Scots. 


Nor. ſe. In this your grace hath highly honoured me, 
For with my nature warre doth beſt agree. 


Qu. Now is tlie king of England riche and ſtrong, 


Hauing the loue of his renowned peetes. 


Edv, I Iſabell, nere was my heart ſo light, 


Clarke of the crowne, direct our warrant forth, 
For Gaucſton to Ireland: Beamont flie, | 
As faſt as Iris, or [ones Merenrie. 


Beam, It ſnalbe done my gratious Lord. 1 


yo 
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ofEdwardtheſecond, _ 
Eur. Lord Mortimer, we leaue you to your charge; 

Now let vs in, and feaſt le roiallie: | 

Againſt our friend the earle of Cornewall comes, 

eele haue a generall tilt and turnament, 

And then his mariage ſhalbe ſolemnized, 

For wot you not that I haue made him ſure, 

Vnto our colin, the eatle of Gloſters heire, 
Lan. Such newes we heare my lord. | 
Edw.Thatday,ifnot for him. yet for my ſake, 

Who in the triumphe will be challenger, 

Spare for no coſt, we will requite your loue. 4 
Warwick, In this, or ought, your highnes ſhall com- 
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maund vs. 
Edward. Thankes gentle Warwick, come lets in and 
reuell. | Exeunt. 
(Manet Mortimers. 


for ſe. Nepliue, Imuſt to Scotland, thou ſtaieſt hexe; 
Leaue now to oppoſe thy ſelfe againſt the king, 
Thou ſeeſt by nature he is milde and calme, 
And ſeeing his minde ſo dotes on Gaueſton, 
Let him without controulement haue his will, 
The mightieſt kings haue had their minions, i 
Great «Ale.rander 1 Erheſtion, FE | 
The conquering Heller, for Hilas wept, 
And for patroc ius ſterne Achillis droopt: 
And not kings onelie, but the w iſeſt men, 
The RNomaine T#lhe loued Oclaui, 
Graue Socratet, wilde Aleibiades: 
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Then let his grace, whoſe youth is flexible, 
And promiſeth as much as we can wiſh, 


Freely enioy that vaine light-headed earle, 
or riper yeares will weane him from ſuch toyes. 
Mor. uu. Vnckle, his anton humor greeues not me, 


D as 
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But this Iſcorno, that one ſo baſelie borne, 


The Tragedie 


Should by his ſoueraignes fauour grow ſo pert, 

And riote it with the treaſure ofthe realme, 

While ſouldiers mutinie tor want of paie, | | 

He weares a lords reuenewe on his back, 

And &Mida like he iets it in the court, 

With baſe outlandiſh cullions at his heeles, 

Whoſe proud fantaſlick liueries make ſuch ſhow, 

As if that Proteus god of ſhapes appearde, 

Ihaue not ſcene a dapper iack ſo btiske, 

He weares aſhott Italian hooded cloake, | 

Larded with peatle, and in his tuſkan cap 

A iewell oſ more value then the crowne, 

Whiles other walke below, the king and be . 

From out a window, laugh at ſuch as we, 

And floute our traine, and leſt at our attire: 

Vn ckle, tis this that makes me impatient, 
Mor. ſe. But nephew, now you ſee the king is changd, 
Mor. in. Then ſo am l, and liue to do him ſeruice, 

But whiles Ihaue a ſword, a hand, a hart, 

Iwill not yeeld to any ſuch vpſtart. 

Vouknow my minde, come ynckle lets away. 

WOE Exeunt. . 
Euter Spencer and Balduck. 1 
Bald. Spencer, ſeeing that out Lord th earle of Glo- 
ſters dead, 
Which ot the nobles doſt thou meane to ſerue ? 
Spen, Not Mortimer, nor any of his fide, 

Becauſe the king and he are enemies, 

Baldeck; learne this of me, a factious lord 

Shall hardly do himſelfe good, much leſſe ys, 


But he that hath the fauour of a king. 


May with one word,aduaunce vs while we liue: N 


OI Edward the econ. 
The liberall carle of Corne wall is the man, 
On whoſe good fortune Spencer hope depends. 
Bald.W hat, meane you then to be his follower ? 
Spen, No, his companion, for he loues me well, 
And would haue once preferd me to the = 
Bald. But he is ba niſit, theres ſmall hope of him. 
Spen. I for a while, but Baldock marke the end, 
Afriendof mine told me in ſectecie, 
That hees repeald, and ſent for back againe, 
And euen now, a poaſt came from the court, 
Wich letters to our ladie from the King, 
And as ſne red, ſne ſmild, which makes me thinke, 
It is about her louer Gaueſton. 
Bald. Tis like enough, for ſince he was exild, 
She neither walkes abroad, nor comes in ſight: 


But I had thought the match had beene broke off, 


And that his baniſhment had changd her minde. 
Spen. Our Ladies firſt loue is not wauering, 
My life for thine ſhe will haue Gaueſton. 
Bald, Then hope [by her meanes to be preſerd, 
Hauing read vnto her ſince ſhe was a childe. 


Sper, Then Balduck, you muſt caſt the ſcholler off, 


And learne to court it like a Gentleman, 

Iis not a black coatc and alitcle band, 

AvVeluet cap de cloake, fac'ſi before with Serge, 
And ſmelling to a Noſegay all the day, 

Or holding of a napkin in your hand, 
Or ſaying a long grace at à tables end, 
Or making lowe legs to a noble man, 

Or looking downeward, with your eye lids cloſe, 
Aad ſayirg, trulie ant may pleaſe your honor, 
Can get you any fauour with great men, 

Lou mult be proud, bold, plealant, reſolute, 
| 92 
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And now and then, ſtab as occaſion ſetues. 


Bald. Spencer thou knoweſt I hate ſuch formall toies, 


And vſe them but ofmeere hypocriſie. 


Mine old lord whiles he liude, was ſo preciſe, 

That he would take exceptions at my buttons, 
And being like pins heads, blame me for the bigneſle, 
Which made me curate-like in mine attire, 


Though inwardly licencious enough, 
And apt for any kinde of villanie. 
Lam none of theſe common pendants J. 


That cannot ſpeake without propterea quod. 


Sen. But one of thoſe that ſaith quandoquidim, 


And hatha ſpeciall giſt to forme a verbe. 


Bald. Leaue of this ieſting, here my lady comes. 


Enter the Ladie. 


Lady. The greefe for his exile was not ſo much, 


As is the ioy of his returning home, 


This letter came from my ſweete Ganeſton, 


VVbat needſt thou loue,thusto excuſe thy ſelfe? 


. {know thou couldſt not come and viſit me, 


I vill not os be from thee though Idie: 
This argues the entire lone of my Lord, 


V-Vhen [forſake the⁊, de ath ſeaze on my heart, 
But reſt thee here where Gaueſten ſliall llee pe. 


Nov to the letter ofmy Lord the King. 
He wils me to repaire vato the court, 
And meete my Gaueſton: why do Iſlay, 


Seeing chat he talkes thus of my matiage day? 


VVhole there, Balduck ? 


See that my coache be readie, l muſt hence. 


Bald, Ic ſhall be done madam. 


Exit, 


Lad. And meete me at the parke pale preſentlie: 
For | 


. Eprncer,[þay you and beate me companie, 


I] 


PE Tardtheſccond. | 


ForThaue loyfullnewes to tell thee of, 
My lordof Cornewall is a comming ouer, 
And will be at the court as ſoone as we. 
Spen, [knew the King would haue him home againe, 
/ Lead. fall chings fort out, as I hope they will, 
Thy ſeruic e Spercer ſhalbe thought vpon. 
pen. I humbly thanke your Ladieſhip, 
Lad. Come lead the way, / long till Iam there. 
Enter Edrard, the 1 
Warwickhe, Penbrooke, Kent,attendants. 
Edv. The winde is good, I wonder why he ſtayet, 
Ifeate me he is wrackt vpon the ſea. 
Queen. Looke Lancaſter how paſſionate he is, 
And ſtill his minde runs on his minion. 
| Las, My Lord, ' | 
Edw, How now,what newes,is Ganeſton arriude ? | 
Mor. i. Nothing but Gaueſton, what means your grace? 
Lou haue matters of more waight to thinke vpon, 
| The King of Fraunce ſets foote in Normandie. 
Edi. A triflle, weele expell him v hen we pleaſe: 
But tell me Mortimer, whats thy deuiſe, 
Againſt the ſtately triumph we decreed ? ; 
| - Cor A homely one my lord, not worth the telling. 
o Ex. Prethee let me know ir, a 
Aor. iu. But ſeeing you are ſo defirous,thus it ĩs: | 
Aloftie Cedar tree faite flouriſhing, | 
On whoſe top-branches Kinglie Eagles pearch, 
And by the barke a canker creepes me vp, 
And gets vnto the higheſt bough of all, 
The motto :¶᷑que tandem. 
Ed. And whatis yours my lord of Lancaſter? 
Lu. Ny lord, mines more obſcure then Afortimers, 
Pulis teports, there is a flying Fiſh, 
Be D 3 | Which 
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Which all the other fithes deadly hate, 
And therefore being purlued,it takes the aire : 
No ſooneris it vp,but thersa foule, 

Thar ſeaſeth it: this fiſh my lordil beare, 
- The motto this: Vndique mors eſt, 
Edv. Proud Mortimer,yngentle Lancafter, 

Is this the loue you beare your ſoucraigne? 

Is this the fruite your reconcilement beares? 

Can you in words make ſhowe of amitie, 

And in your ſhields diſplay yourrancorous minds ? 
+ What call you this but priuate libelling, 
' Againſtthe Earle of Corne wall and my brother? 
Qu. Sweete husband be content, they all loue you. 
Edv. They loue me not that hate my Geneſton, 
l am that Cc dar, ſnake me not too much, 
And youthe Eagles, ſore ye nere ſo high, 
haue the greſſes that will pull you downe, 
And Æ uc tandem ſhall that canker crie, 
. Vatothe proudeſt peere of Britanie- 
Though thou comparſt him to a flying Fiſh, 
Ad threateneſt death whether he riſe or fall, 
Ti not the hugeſt monſter ofthe ſea, 
. Nor fowleſt Harpie that ſhall ſwallow him. 
| 


”  Aforiy.Ifinhis abſence thus he fauors him, 
What will he do when as he ſhall be 1 
La. That ſhall wee ſee, looke where his lordſhip 
comes. | 
| Enter Gaueſton. 
i _Edw,My Gureflon, welcome to Tinmenth, welcome 
tothy friend, 
Thy abſence made me droope, and pine away, 
For as the louers of faire Danae, ; 
When ſhe was lockt vp in a braſcn tower, 
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Deſirde her more, and waxt outragious, 
So did it ſure with me: and now thy fight 
Is ſweeter farre, then was thy parting hence 
Bitter and irkeſome to my ſobbing heart. 
ö Gas. Sweet Lord and King. your ſpeech preuenteth 
mine 
vet haue / words leſt to expreſſe my ioy: 
The ſheepeherd nipt with biting winters rage, 
Frolicks not more to ſee the paynted ſpringe, 
Then /doe to behold your Maieſtie. - 
Edw, Will none of you ſalute my Ganeſion? | 
Las. Salute him 2yes welcome Lord Chamberlaine. 
| Afor. iu. Welcome is the good Earle of Cornewall | 
|. Far, Welcome Lord gouernourof the Ile of man. 
Pen, Welcome maiſter lecretarie. 1 
Edu. Brother doe you heare them? | 
| Edw. Stil wil theſe Earles and Barrons yſe me thus? 
. Gan, My Lord I cannot brooke theſe iniuries. 
Q. Aye me poore ſoule when theſe begin to are. 
Edæ. Returne it to their throtes, ile be thy warrant. 
Gau. Bale leaden Earles that glorie in your birth, 
Goe ſit at home and eate your tenants beefe: 
And come not here to ſcoffe at Gaueſton, 
Whoſe mounting thoughts did neuer creepe ſo low, 
| Astobeſtowalooke on ſuch as you. / 
Lan, Vet l diſdaine not to doe this for you. U 
dw. Treaſon.treaſon: M hers the traitor? 


Pen, Heere here King: conuey hence Gaueſton, thaile 
| murder him, | | 

y Gay, Thelife of thee ſhall ſalue this foule diſgrace. 
Quer. du. Villaine thy life, vnleſſe / miſſe mine aime. 
i, Q. Ah ſurious Nfortimer what haſt thou done? 
ar. No mote then I would anſyicre were he ſlaine. 


Edw. 
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£4. Yes more then thoucanſt anſwer though he live, 
Deare ſhall you both abiechis riotous deede :: 
Out of my preſcnce, come not neere the court. 
Mor. in. Ile not be barde the court for Geveſtor, 
Lav, Weele haile him by the cares vnto the block. 
Edv,Looke to your owne heads, his is ſure enough. 
nur. Looke to your one crowne if you back him 
thus. | 
Edm. Marwiclbe, tlieſe words de ill beſeemethy years, 
Edw Nay all of them conſpire to eroſſe me thus, 
Zut if l liue, lle tread ypon their heads, 
That thinke with high lookes thus to tread me down, | 
Come ᷑dmund lets away, and leuie men, 
| .Tis watrethat muſt abate theſe Barons pride. | 
Exit the King, 
ur. Lets to our caſtels, for the king is mooude. 
Moran. Moou'd may he be, and periſn in his wrath | 
Lau. Coſin it is no dealing with him now, q 
| . He meanesto make ys ſtoope by force of atmet, 
| Andrherefore let vs iointlie here proteſt, 
! Toproſecute that Gazeſion to the death. 
or. iu. By heauen, the abiect villaine ſhall not liue. 
mur. Ile haue his bloud,or die in ſeeking it. 
Pen. The like oath Penbrooke takes. J. 
Lan. And ſodoth Laucaſt eri 
Now ſend our Heralds to defie the King - | 
And make the people ſweare to put him done. 
| | : Ent era P gat I 
tor. iu. Letters, from whence? 


Heſſen, From Scotland my lord. 
Lan, Why how now coſin, how fares all our friends 


1 
* - Morin,Myvncklestaken priſoner by the Scots, 
ere. 


L. Weel haue him tanſomd man, be of good che 
NN 11 
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Wuo ſhould defray the money, but the King, 
Seciog he is taken priloner in bis warten 


ofEdward the ſecond. 
Are They rate hisranſome at five thouſand pound, 
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lle to the King. KL” 
Z. Do coſin, and ile beare thee eompanie. 


nur. Meane time my loid of Penbrooks and my ſelfe, 
Will to Neweaſtell he ere, and gather head. 1 
| Mor. in. About it then, and we will follow you, 
Lan. Be reſolure,and full of ſecrecie. | 
Mar. I warrant you. . | 
Mor. uu. Coſia, and if he will not tanſome him, 
lle thunder ſuch a peale into his cares, 
As neuer ſubiect did vnto his King. | 
Len,Content, ile beate my part, holla whoſe thers? - 
Aor. in I mart̃y. ſuch a garde as this dooth well. i 
Ls. Lead on the way, 
Gnard, Whither will your lordſhips ? ' 
Cer, in. Whither clie but to the King. 
Gnar;His highnes is diſpoſde to be alone. 
Lan Mhy. ſo he may, but we will ſpeake to him. 
Ouard. Vou may not in my lord. 
Afor iu. May we nut. 0 
Edi. How now, what noiſe is this? 
Who haue we tliere, iſt you? 5 


* 


Mor. Nay, ſtay my lord, [come to bring you newes 
Mine vnckles taken ptiſoner by tlie zel. 4 | 
Edw. Then ranſome him, 


Lav.Twas in your wars, you ſhould ranſome him. 
Mor is. And you ſhall tanſome him, ot elſe. 
Eder. What Alert imer, you will not threaten him 
Edw. Quiet your ſclf,you ſhall haue the broad ſeale, 


| 


' 
q 


y To gather for bimthoroughour the realme. 


dan, Tour minion Gaxefon ha h taught you this, 
uur. 


| 
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A or. in. My lord, the familie of the Aſortimers 

Are not ſo poore, but would they ſell their land, . 

Would leuie men enough to anger you, 

We neuer beg, but vſe luch praiers as theſe, 

Edu. Shall I ſlill be haunted thus? | 
Mor. in. Nay, now ydu ate heere alone, ile ſpeake my 

minde. 


Lin. And ſo will I, and then 9 lord farewell. 


Mor. The idle triumphes, maskes, laſc iuious ſhowes 


And prodigall gifts beſtowed on Gaueſton, 

Haue drawne thy treaſuie drie, and made thee weake, 
The murmuring commons ouerſtcerched hath, 

Lau. Looke for rebellion, looke to be depoſde, 

Thy gatriſons are beaten out of Fraunce, 
Andlame and poote, lie groning at che gates, 
The wilde Oxeyle, with ſwarmes of Iriſh Kernes, 
Liues vncontroulde within the Ergliſh pale, 
Vnto the walles of Vorke the Scots made rode, 
And vnreſiſted, draue away tiche ſpoiles. 

Aor. iu. The hautie Dave commands the narrow ſeas, 
| While in the harborride thy ſhi th vnrigd. 


Ln. What forraine prince tends thee embaſſadors? * 


Mor,Wholouesthce? but a ſort of flatterers, 
Lan. Thy gentle Queene, ſole ſiſter to Valeys, 
Complaines, that thou haſt left her all forlorne. 
or. Thy court is naked, being bereft of thoſe, 
That makes a king ſeeme glorious to the world, 
I meane the peercs, xhom thou ſhouldſt dearly loue: 
Libels are caſt againe thee in the ſtreere, 
Ballads and times, made of thy overthrow, 
Lan. The Northren borderers ſecing the houſes burnt 
Their wiues and children ſlaine, run vp and downe, 
Curſing the name of thee and Causſton. 


Aer. 


4 
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Mor When wert thou inthe field with banner ſpred? 
But once, and then thy ſouldiers marcht like players, 
Wich gatiſh tobes, not armor, and thy ſelfe | 
|, Bedaubd with golde,rode laughing at the reſt, 
No dding and ſhaking ofthy ſpangled creſt, 

Where womens fauors hung like labels downe. |; 
Lav. And thereot came it, that the fleeting Scots, 
To Englands high diſgiace, haue made this lig, 
Maids of England, ſore may you moorne, 
For your lemmons you haue loſt, at Bannocks borne 
With a heaue and a ho, ; 
VWhat weeneth the king of England, 
So ſoone to haue woone Scotland, 
1 Witharombelow, | 
Qu. uigmore ſhall flie, to ſet my vnckle free, 
| 2 when tis gone, our ſwordes ſhall purchaſe 
3 ' 
If ye be moou de, reuenge it as you can, 
Looke next to ſee ys with por _— - ſpred. 
| les 
| Eda. My ſwelling hart f er end | 
| How oft haue / Wc. e baited 1 7 * += Why 
| And dare not be reuengde, for their : _— 
; * Yet,ſhallthe crowing of theſe cock . * 
Acfright a Lion? Edheard, vnfolde * : ' 
Andlettheirliues bloudlake thy ft N = 
If lbe cruell, and growe "ape * 
| Nom let them thankethemſelues, d 
| Kent, My lord, I ſee your loue ap * lie. 
* _ VVillbetheruine of the realm 1 1 . -3 
For now the wrathfull nob! b ot big 
„ adthereſorebrotherb es threaten warres, 
r baniſh him for euer. 


E 
rar. Art thou an enemie to my J aucſton? 
E22 Few. 


- 


—_— —— 
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Rive , and it greeues me that I fauoured him, 
Ele. Traitor be gone, whine thou with CAtortimey, 
Kent. So will I. rather then with Gaxe/tor. 
Edv. Out of my ſight, and trouble me no more, 


peeres, 


Vvhen Ithy brother am reiected thus. Exit. 


Ed. Away poore Gaueſton, that hall no ſrienul but me, 


Do what they can, weele liue in Tinn,orh here, 


And ſo I walke with him about the walles, 
VVhat care I though the Earles be girt vsround, 


Heere comes ſhe thats cauſe ofal] theſe iarres: 


—— — — 2 — — , 
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Euter the Quecus, Ladies 3,Baldock,, 
aud Spencer. 
u. My lord, tis thought, the Earles are vp in armes. 
Eddie. J, and tis likewiſe thought you fauour him. 
Qs, Thus do you ſtill ſuſpect me wichout cauſe, 


Li. Sweet vnckle ſpeake more kindly to the queene. 


Gau. My lord, diſſemmble with her, ſpeake her faire, 
Edm. Pardon me ſweet, / forgot my ſelfe. 
Qu. Vour pardon is quicklie got of Iſabell. 
Ed. The yonger Mortimer is growne ſo braue, 
That to m = e theeatens ciuill warres. 
Gau. VVhy do you not commit hini to the tower? 
Edw. Idare not, for the people love bim well. 
Ga. Why then weele haue him priuilie made away. 
dm. VVould Lancaſter and he had both cartouſt, 


A boule of poiſon to each others health: | 
But let them go, and tell me what ate theſe, 


Lad. Two of my fathers ſeruants whillt he liu'de, 
Mait pleaſe your grace to entertaine them now. 


£4.Tell me,where waſtthou borac? 


VVhar 


Kent, No matuell though thou ſcorne thy noble 


I 
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- YVhat is thine armes / 
| Bald, My name is Baldock, and my gentrie 
I fetcht from Oxford, not from Heraldtie. 
gdw, The fitter art thou Ba/dock for my turne, 
VVaitc on me, and ile ſee thou ſhalt not want. 
Bald. I humblie thanłe your maieſtie. 
EA. Knoweſt thou him Gaugſton? f 
| Gau, Imy lord, his name is Spencer, he is well alied, 
Toi my ſale let him waite ypon your grace, 
Scarce ſhall you finde a man of more deſart. 
Ee. Then Spencer waite vpon me, for his ſake 
Ve grace thee with a higher ſtile ere long. 
Spen. No greater titles happen vnto me, 
| ; Thento be fauoured of your maieſtie. 
| Eda. Coſin, this day ſhalbe your mariage feaſt, 
| And Gaueſton, thinke that I hbue thee well, 
To wed thee to our neece, the onely heire 
Vnto the Earle of Gloſter late deceaſed. 
( Gau. I know my lord, many will Romack me, 
| But IreſpeA neither their lcue nor hate. 
Edw. The head-ſtrong Barons ſhall not limit me, 
He chat I liſt to fauour ſhall be great: 
Come lets away, and when the mariage ends, 
Haue at the rebels, and theit com plices. 
Exeunt omnet. 


- 
. _—_—— 


— 


Enter Lancafter, Mortimer Warwick, 
EY Pexbrooke, Kent, 
Rent.My lords, of loue to this our natiue land, 
3 come to ioine with you, and leaue the king, 
nd ia your quarrell and the realmes behoote, 
VVill be the tirſt that ſhall adue nture life. 


Eu. I feare me you are ſent of pollicie, 


E z | To 


In 
* 


? 
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To df Ys — 2 wg of _ 
mar. He is your brother, therefore haue we 

To caſt the worſt, and doubt ofyour reuolt. — 
Edm. Mine honor ſhalbe hoſtage of my truth, 

Tf that will not ſuffice, farewell my lords, 
Mor. iu. Stay Edmund,neuer was Plantagenet 

Falſe of his word, and therefore truſt we thee. 

Pen. But whats the reaſon you ſhould leaue him nowꝰ 
Kert. I haue enformd the Earle of Lancaſter, 
Lu. And it ſufficeth: now my lords know this, 

That Gaueſton is ſecretlie arriude, 
Andhere in Tinmothfrollicks with the king, 
Let vs with theſeour followers ſcale the walles, 
And ſodenly ſurprize them vnawares, 
Mor. iu. Ile giue the onſet. 
mar. And ile follow thee, 
Mer. iu. This tottered enſigue of my aunceſters, 

Which ſwept the deſart ſhore of that dead ſea, 
Whereof we got the name of Mortimer, 

Will Jaduaunce vpon this caſtell walles, 

Diums irike alarum, raiſe them from their ſport, 
And ring aloude the knelt of Gaueſlon. 
Lance. None be ſo hardie as to touche the King, 
But neither ſpare you Gaueſton, nor his friends. 
Ke | Exennt, 
Enter the king and Spencer, to them 
Gaueſton, cc. 
' £4w,O tell me Spencer, whete is Gaueſton? 
Ssßpen. [feare me he is ſlaine my gratious lord. 
Edv. No, hete he comes, now let them ſpoile and kill: 
Flie, flie, my lords, the earles haue got the holde, 
Take ſhipping and away to Scarborough, 
Spencer and I will poſt away by land. 


Gam: 


— 
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du ſtay my lord, they will not iniute you. 
Edv. I will not truſt them,Ganeſftox away, 
Gan, Farewell my Lord, 

Edw.Ladie, farewell. 


Lad.Farewell lweete vnckle till we meete agalne. 


Edw.Farewell ſweete Ganeſt-»,and farewell Neece, 


_— farewell, to poore [ſab:ll, thy Queene? 

dv. Ves, yes, ſor Mortimer your louers ſake, 
Exeunt omnes,man:t Iſabelle, 

Qs, Heavens can witneſſe, L loue none but you, 

From my imbiacementt thus he breakes away, 

O that mine armes could cloſe this Ile about, 

That [might pull him to me where I would, 


Or that theſe teares that driſſell from mine eyes, 


Had power to mollifie his ſtonie hart, 
That when I had him we might neuer part. 
Enter the Barons alarums, 
Lu. 1 wonder how he ſcapt. 
Mor. iu. Whoſe this, the Queene? 
u. 1 Mortimer, the miſerable Queene, 


Whole pin ing heart, her in ward ſighes haue blaſted, 


And body with continuall moorning waſted: 
Theſe hands are tir'd, with haling of my lord 


5 From Gaueſton, from wicked Guuefton, 


And all in vaine, for when I ſpeake him faire, g 
He turnes away, and ſmiles vpon his minion. 


Nor. iu. Ceaſe to lament, and tell vs wheres the king? 5 
Qu. What would you with the king, iſt him you ſeek? 


Lan. No madam, but that curſed G uuieſton, 
Fatre be it from tne thought of Lancaſter, 
To offer violence to his ſoucraigne, 

We vould but tid the realme of Gaueſton, 
Tell ys where he remaines, and he ſhall die. 


— 
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* 
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| Mightbe ofleſſer ſorce, and with the power 


f #. You know the king is ſo ſuſpicious; 
| a Sproul 


My" [ſ#bell could liue with thee for euer, 


The Tragedie 


Hees gone by water vnto Scarborou 
ns ies quickiie, and he cannor ſca * | 
The king bath left him, and his traine is ſmall, 
War.Forſlowe no time, ſweet Lancaſter lets march, 
'Alor. How comes it, that the Ring and he is parted? 
NQ. That this your armie going ſeuerall waics, 


That he intendeth preſentlie to raiſe, 

Be eaſilie ſuppreſt: and therefore be gone. 
Alor. Heere in the riuer rides a Flemiſh hoie, - 

Lets all aboord, and follow him amaine. 

Lu. The wind that bears him hence, wil fil our ſailes, 

Come, come aboord, tis but an houres failing, | 
Mor. Madam, ſtay you within this caſtell here. , 
Qt. No Mortimer, ile to my lord the king, 


Mor. Nay, rather ſaile with vs to Scatborough. 


c heare I haue but talkt with you, 


i Mine honour will be cald'in queſtion, 
Ad therefore gentle AMortimer be gone. 


Mor. Madam, I cannot ſtay to anſwer you, 


Zut chinke of Mortimer as he deſerues. 


Qu. So well haſt thou deſeru'de ſweete Martimer, * 


5 la vaine Ilooke for loue at Edwards hand, 
W Whoſe eyes are fixt on none but Gaueſton: 


a 


* 4 5 


* Vet once more ile importune him with praiers, 
Ihe be e. and not regarde my wordes, 
My ſonne and 


will ouer into France, 


And to the king my brother there complaine, L þ 
How Ganeſten hath robd me of his loue: | 
But yet [hope my forrowes will haue end, 


And Gaveſto this bleſſed day be ſlaiae. 


on oo — oe . 


* 
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Enter Gaueſton purſued, 7H 
Gan, Vet luſtie lords I haue eſcapt your handes; | 
Your threats, your larums,and your hote purſutes 


And though deuorſed fromkin g Edwardt eyes, 
Letliueth Pierce of Gaueſton vnſutprizd, 
Breathing, in hope (ma grado all your * 
That mulier rebels thus againſt your king) 
To ſee his royall ſoucraigne once againe. 
Enter the Nobles. | 
War, Vpon him ſoul diers, take away his weapone. | 
Mor. Thou proud diſturber of thy countries desces 
Cotrupter ofthy king, cauſe of theſe broiles, 
Baſe 1 eeld, and were it not for ſhame, 
Shame and eee a ſouldiers name, 
Vpon my weapons point here ſhouldſt thou falls 
And welter in thy goare. | 
Lan. Monſter of men, that like the Greekiſh Ocumpey 
Traind toarmes and bloudic warres, 
So many valiant knights, 
Looke for no other fortune wretch * death, 
Kind £{vzrdis not heere to buckler thee. 
Hur. Lancaſter, why talkſt thou to the ſlaue ? 
Go ſouldiers take him hence, 
For by my (word, his head ſhall off: 
Gaueſſor, ſhort warning ſhall ſerue tfiy turne: 
It is our countries cauio, | 
That here ſeucrelic we will execute, 
Vponthy perſon: hang him at a bough: 
Can. My Lord. 
Mar. Souldiers, haue him aways 
But for thou wert th: fauorit ofa King, 
Thou ſhalt haue ſo much honor at our hands. (6 
Gan, [thanke you all my lords, tien / petceiue, 
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þ That heading is one, and hanging is the other, 


i And death is all, 


And in the honor of a king he ſweares, 


Enter carle of Arundel. 
L. How now my lord of Arandellt 
Aru. My lords, king Edward greetes you all by me. 
War. Arundel, ſay your — 2 | 
Aru. His maieſty, hearing ihat you bad takEGaneſtor, 
Intreateth you by me, yet bit he ma | 
See him beſore he dies, for why he flies 
And ſends you word, he knowes that die he ſhall, 
And if you gratifie his grace ſo farre, 
He will be n:iindfull of the c urteſie. 
rn. How now? 
Gau. Renowmed Edward, how thy name 


Reuiues poore Garneſtor, 


War, No, it needeth not, 
Arundel, we will gratifie the king 
In other matter, he muſt pardon ys in this, 
Souldiers away with him. 
Gaveft, Why my Lord of V Varwicke, 
Will not theſe defairs beget my hopes ? 
Iknowit lords, it is this lite youaime at 
Yet graunt king Edward this. 
Mor. iu. Shalt thou appoint what we ſhall grauntt 
Souldicrs away with him: 
Thus weele gratifie the king, 
Weele ſend his head by thee, let him beſtow 
His teares on that, for that is all he gets 
Of Gaueſton, or elſe his ſenceleſſe trunck. 
Lan. Not ſo my Lord, leaſt he beſtow more coſt, 
In burying him, then he hath euer earned. 
Arun. My lords, it is his maieſties requeſt, 


ne 


of 1 
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Violate any promiſe to poſle ſſe him. 


OE ward che ſecond 


He will but talke wich him and ſend him backe: 
mar. When can youtell ? Æundell no, we wor, . 

He that the cate of tealme temits, 5 

And driues his nobles to theſe exigents 

For Gaueſlon, will ifhe zeaſe him once, 


Aran. Then if you will not truſt his grace In ke 

My lords, Iwill be pledge for his returne., 
Mor. iu. It is konourabic in thee to offer this, 

But for we know thou art a noble gentleman, 

We will not wrong thee ſo, 

To make away a true man for a theefe. 


Gaue. How meanſt thou CMortemertthatis ouer baſe. 
Mer. Away baſe groome, robber of kings renowme, 


Queſtion with thy companions and thy mates. 


Pen, My latd Mortimer, and you my lords each one, 


To gratific the kings requeſt therein , 
Touching the ſending of this Gazeſtor, 
Becauſe his maicſtic ſo carneſtlic 
Deſires to ſee the man before his death, 
I will vpon mine honor vndertake 
To catrie him, and bring him back againe, 
Prouided this, that you my lord of Arundell 
Will icyne with me, 
War, Penbroche,xxhat wilt thou do? | 
Cauſe yet more bloudſhed : is it not enough 
That we haue taken him, but muſt we now f 
Leaue him on had- Iwiſt, and let him go? : 
Pen. My lords, I will not ouer wooe your honors, 


Bur if you dare truſt Penbrooke with the priſoner, 


Vpon mine oath / will returne him back. 
Arun, My lord of Lancaſter, what ſay you in this? 
Lan. Why I ſay, let lim go on Perbrookzs word. 


F 2 Ta, 
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J Per. And you lord Mortimer. | 
| Meri. How ſay you mylord of Warwick, 
mur. Nay, do your pleaſures, 
Tknow how twill prooue. 
Pen. Then giue him me. 
Gau. Sweete ſoueraigne, yet Icome 
To ſee thee ere I die. 
Warw, Vet not perhaps, 
If War wickes wit and polic ie preuiile. 
Mor. iu. My lord of e bi we deliuer him you, 
Returne him on your honor, ſound away, Exeunt. 
f Aanent Penbrashe, Nat. Gaueſt. & Pen- 
brookes men, foure ſouldiers. 
Peu. My Lord, you ſhall go with me, 
My houſe is not farre hence out of the way, 
Alittle, but ourmenſhall go along. 
, We chat haue prettie wenches to our wiues, 
Sir, muſt not come ſo neare and balke their lips. 
ö Mat. Tis verie kindlie ſpoke my lord of Penbrooke, 
Vour honor hath an adamant of power, 
To drawe a prince. 
Pen. So my lord, come hether James, 
Ido commit this Gaweſton to thee, 
Be thou this night his keeper, in the morning 
We will diſcharge thee of thy charge, be gon. 
Gan. Vnhappie Gaueſton, whether goeſt thou now, 
Exit cum ſeruis Pew, 
Horſẽ bey. My lord, wecle quicklie be at Cob bam. 


Exeunt ambo. 
Enter Gaus ſton moorning. and t he earle 


of Penbrookgs men, | 
(Jane. O treachcrous War wicke thus to wrong thy 

ſciend / 9 
lane, 


0 


| 


be - 


We will in haſt gocerrific our Lord. 


e ¹ rern 


Ot Edward the ſeconce 
Lemer I ſee it is your life theſe armes purſue; 
Gu. Weaponles muſt I fall and die in bands, 
O muſtthis day be period of my life / 
Center of all my bliſſe, and yee be men, 
Speede to the king. 
Enter Warwick and his companie, 

mur. My lord of Penbrookes men, 
Striue you no longer, Iwill haue that Gaueſton. 

law, Your lordfhip doth diſhonor to your ſelfe, 
And wrong our lord, your honorable friend. 

Mar. No Iamet, it is my countries cadſe follow, 
Goe, take the villaine, ſoldiers come away, 

Weel make quick worke, cõmend me to your maiſter 
My friend, and tell him that Iwatcht it well, 
Come, let thy ſhadow parley with king Edward, 

Gau. Treacherous eatle, ſhall I not ſee the king? 
ar. The king of heauen perhaps, no other king, 
Away. Exeunt — ard his men with Ganeſf, 

Manet Iams cum cæteris. 
Come fellowes, it booted not for vs to ſtriue, 
Exe unt. 
Euter king Edward and Spencer, with 
Drummes and Fifes, 

Edv. Ilong toheare an anſwer from the Barons 

Touching my friend, my deereſt Guueſton, 

Ah Spencer, not the riches of my realme 

Can ranſome him, ah he is markt to die, 

I know the malice of the yonger Mortimer, 

VVarwick1Iknowisroughe,and Lancaſter 

Inexorable, and I ſhalln:uer ſee 

My louely Pierce, my Gaueſton againe, 

The Barons ouerbeare me with their pride. 

Spencer. Were J king Edward Englands ang 
: onne 


* we 
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onde to the louelle Elener 


The ſe braues, chis rage, and ſuffer vyneontrowid 
Theſe Barons thus io beard me in my land, 6 
In mine owne realme? my lord pardon my ſpeeche, 
Did you retaine your fathers magnanimitie? 


igedie 
of Spain, 
Great Edward Longſbankgs iſſue : would ſbear 


| 


Did you regard the honor of your name? 
Tou would not ſufferthus your mieſtie 


Be counterbuft of your nobilitie, 


R 


Strike off their heads, and let them preach on poles, 
No doubt, ſuch leſſons they will teach the reſt, 


As by their preachmentsthey will profit much, - 


And learne obedience to their law full king. 


Edw. Vea gentle 2 haue beene too milde, 

Too kinde to them, but new haue drawne our ſword, 

And if they ſend me not my Garnefton, 

Weele ſteele it on their creſt, and powle their tops. 
Bald. This haught reſolue becomes your maieſtie, 


Not to be tied to their affection, 


As; though your highnes were a ſchoole boy (till, 
Aud muſt be awde and gouernd like a child. 
Enter Hugh Spencer an old man, fat her to 
- © theyong Spencer with his trunchion, 
and ſoldiers, 


per. pa. Long liue my ſoucraignethe noble Edvard, 


In peace triumphant, fortunate in warres. 


Ed. Welcome old man, comſt thou in Edvard: aide? 
Then tell thy prince, of whence, and hat thou art, 
Spen. pa. Loe, with a band ofbowmen and of pikes, 


; Browne bils, and targetiets, oo ſtrong, 


Sworne to defend king Edwards royall right, 
I come in perſon to your maieſtie, 


Spencer, the father of Hugh Spencer there, en = 


Bound 


ES 


And Spenſer, ſpare them not, but lay it on. 


of Edward the ſecond, 


Bound to your highnes euetlaſtinglie, 
Fot fauors done in him, vnto vs all. v.. 


Edv. Thy tather Spencert 
; Sper filius. True, and it like your grace, 

That powres in lieu of all your goodnes ſhowne, 

His life my lord, before your princely feete. 

Edv. Welcome ten thouſand times, old man againe, 
Spencer, this loue, this kindnes to thy King, ; 
Argues thy noble minde and diſpoſition : 

Spencer, I heere create thee eatle of Wilſhire, 

And daily will enrich thee with our favour, 

That as the ſun-ſhine {} all refleR ore thee ; 

Beſide, the more to maniſeſt our loue, 

Becaule we heate Lord Braſe dooth ſell his land, 
And that the Qſertimers are in hand withall, 
Tho! ſhalt haue crownesof vs, tout bid the Barons, 


Souldiers a latgis, and thrice welcome all. 
Spen. My lord, here come the Queene. 
Enter the Queene and her ſonnt, and 
Lerne a Frenchman, 
Eda. Madam,what new es? 
Na. Newes of diſhonor lord, and diſcontent, 
Our friend Lewre, faichfull and full of truſl, 
Informeth vs,by letters and by words, 
| ThatlordValojesour brother, king ot Fraunce, 


Becauſe your highneſle hath beenc ſlack in homage, 
Hath ſeazed Normandie into his hands, 
Fuheſe be the letter, this the meſſenger. 
EA. Welcome Lemne, tuſn S, if this be all, 
Valeys and I will ſoone be friends againe, 
But to my Gaueſton :ſhall I never lee, 


Neuer behold thee now? Madam in this matter 
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wie will employ you and your little ſonne, 
Tou ſhall go parley with the king of Fraunce, 
Boye, ſee you beare you brauelie to the king, | 
And do your meſſage with a maieſtie. % 
Prin. Commit not to my youth things ofmore waight | 
Then fits a prince ſo yong as Ito beare, 
And feare not lord and father, heauens great beames 
On Atlas ſhoulder, ſhall not lie more ſafe, 
Then ſhall your charge committed to my truſt. 
Qu. A boye, this towardnes makes thy mother ſeare 
Thou art not markt to many daics on earth. 
Edw. Madam, we will that you with ſpeed be ſhipt, 
And this our ſonne, Lemne ſhall follow you, 
With all the haſt we can diſpatch him hence, 
Chooſe of our lords tobeare you companie, 
And go in peace, leaue ysin warres at home. 
II. 2 wars, whore ſubiecti braue their king, 
SGod end them once, my lord I take my leaue, 
Do«o make my preparation for Fraunce. 
| Euter lord CMatre, 
Ed. What lord Matre. doſt thou eome alone: 
Mat. Yea my good lord, for Gaueſton is dead. 
0 Edw, Ah traitors, haue they put my friend to death, 
Tell me Matre. die he ere thou camſt, 
Or didſt thou ſee my friend to take his death: 
Matr. Neither my lord. for as he was ſurprizd, 
Begirt with weapons, and with enemies round, 
I did your highnes meſſage to them all, 
Deman dinghim of them, entreating rather, 
And ſaid,ypon the honour of my name, 
That I would vndettake to carrie him 
Vnto your highnes, and to bring him back. 
Ed. And tell ine, would the rebels denie me that? 


Ser. 


ot Edward the ſecond. 
Spem. Proud recreants, 


Edw, Tea Spencer, traitors all. | 
Matr. I found them at the firſt inexorable, 


The carle of Warwick would not bide the hearing, 


Mortimer hardly, Penbrooke and Lancaſter 

Spake leaſt: and when they flatly had denyed, 

Refuſing to receive me pledge for him, 

The eatle of Penbroobę mildlie thus beſpake, 

My lords, bec auſe out ſoueraigne ſends for him, 

And promiſeth he ſhall be ſate returnd, 

Iwill this vndettake, to haue him hence, 

And ſee him tedeliuered to your hands. | 
Edw.Well,and how fortunes that he came not? 
Spen. Some treaſon, or ſome villanie was cauſe, 


Mat. The eatle of Warwick ſeazde him on his way 


For being deliuered vnto Perbrookes men, 

Their lord rode home, thinking his priſoner ſafe, 

But ere he came, Warwick in ambuth laie, 

And barc himto hisdeath,andin atrenche 

Strake off his head, and matcht vnto the campe. 
Spev.A bloudie part, flatly againſtlaw of armes, 
Eaw, O ſhall / ſpeake, or thall I ſigh and die! 


Spen. My lord, referre your vengeance to the ſword, 


Vpon theſe Barons, harten vp your men, 

Let them not vnteuengd murther your friends, 

Aduaunce ycur ſtandard Edward in the field, 

And marche to fire them from their ſtarting holes. 
Edward knecles,and ſaith. 

By earth, the common mother of vs all, 

By heauen, and all the moouing orbes thereof, 

By this right hand,and by my fathers ſword, 


And all the honors longing to my crowne, 


Iwill haue heads, and liues for him as many, 


ps On. 
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As Thaue manors ,caſtels,townes,and towers, 


„  Tretcherous Warwicketraiterous Mortimer: 


1 a hat deads the royall vine, whoſe golden leaues O| 
5 Empale 


If I be Englands king, in lakes of gore 
Jour headles trunkes, your bodies will Itraile. 
That you may drinke your fill and quaffe inbloud, - | 
And ſtaine my roiallſtandard with the ſame, 
That ſo my bloudie colours may ſuggeſt 
Remembrance of revenge immorrallie, 
On your accurſed traitcrous progenie : 
Lou villaines that haue ſlaine my Gavefton, 
And in this place ofhonor and of truſt, 92 
Spencer, ſwe et Spencer, I adopt thee heerec, 
And meerely of our loue we do create the: 
Earle of Gloſter, and lord Chamberlaine, - 0 
Deſpite of times, deſpite of enemies. — 
Sper, My lord, heres is a meſſenget from the Barons, 
Deſires acceſſe ynto your maieſtie. 
Eaw. Admit him neere. | | 
Enter the Herald fromthe Barons, 
witb his coate of armes. 
Meſſer, Long liue king Edward, Englands lawful lord. 
Edw. So wil not they /wis that ſent thee hither, 
Thou comſt from CMortimer and his complices, 
Aranker route of rebels neuer was: 
Well,ſay thy meſſage, 
Meſſer, The Barons vp in armes, by me ſalute 
Your highnes, with long life and happines, 
And bid me ſay as plainer to your grace, 
That if without effuſion of bloud, 
You will this greefe haue caſe and remedie, 
That from your princely perſon you remooue 
This Spencer,as a putriſying branche, 


ofEdward the ſecond. | 
Empale yourprincelic head, your diadem, -,. . 
Whoſe brighrnes ſuch pernitious vpſtarts dim, 
Say they, and louinglie aduiſe your grace, 
To cheriſh vertue and nobilitie, 
And haue old ſeruĩtors in higheſtecme, _ | 
And ſhake off ſmooth diſſembling flattererss > | 
This graunted, they, their honors,and their lives, ' | 
Are to your highneſſe vowd and conlecrate, + | 
Spen, A traitors, willthey ſtill diſplay their pride? | 
Eaw, Away, tarrie no anſwer, but be gon, L 
Rebels, will they aopoint their ſoveraigne 
His ſports, his pleaſures, and his companies © 
Vet ere thou go, ſee how Ido deuorce Eulraes 
> - Spencer from me: now get thee to thy lords, Spencer. 
And tell them I will come to chaſtiſe them, | 
For murthering Gaueſton: hie thee, get thee gone, 
Edward with fire and ſword, follow es at thy heeles, | 
My lord, perceiue you how theſe rebols ſwell: 
Souldiers, good harts, de ſend your ſoucraignes right, | 
For now, euen now, we marche to make them ſtoope 
Away. Exeunt. 7 
Alarumt, excurſſonta a great fight and a retreat. 


2 
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fo Enterthe king, Spencer the father, Spencer the ſonne, | 
fas os noblemen of the kings ſide. [ 
Ed, Why do we ſoundretrear?vpon them lord, 
This day I ſhall powre vengeance with my ſword 
On thoſe proud rebels that are vp in armes, 
And do confrontand countermaund their king. 
Spen, ſon. I doubt it not my lord np will preuaile,. | 
| Speu. fa. Tis not amiſſe my liege for eyther part, | 
To breathe a while, our men with ſwear and dult I 
e Allchockt well neare, begin to faint for heate, 14 
| | 0 And | Þ 
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Aluad chis retire refreſheth horſe and man! 
Hßjßden. ſon. Heete come the rebels. Od 
Enter the Barons, Mortimer, Lancaſter Warwick, 
Penbroocke,cumceters, | 
Mor. Looke Lancaſter, yonde r is Edward among his 
flatterers. cit 
Lan. And there let him bee, till hee pay deerely for 
their companie. | 
War. And ſhall or Warwicks ſword ſhal ſmite in vaine. 
Edw,What rebels, do youſhrinke, and ſound retreat? 
Mor. iu. No Edward, no, thy flatterers faint and flie, 
Lan. Th'ad beſt betimes forſake thee and their trains, 
For theile betray thee, traitors as they are. 
Spen, ſo. Traitor on thy face, tebellious Lancaſter.. 
Pen, Away baſe vpſtart, brau'ſt thou nobles thus. 
Spen, fa. A noble attempt, and honourable deed, 
Is it not trowe ye, to aſſemble aide, | 
And leuie armes againſt yourlawſull king? = — 
Eav. For which ere long, their heads ſhall ſatiſſie, 
I ' appeaze the wrath oftheir offended king. | 
Mer. iu. Then Edward,thou wilt fight it to the laſt, 
And rather bathe thy ſword in ſubiects bloud, 
j hen baniſh that pernicious companie. | 
Ed. Itraitors all, rather then thus be braude, 
Make Englands ciuill townes huge heapes of ſlonet, 
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And plowes to go about our pallace gates. 
War, A deſpeiate aud vn naturall teſolution, 
Aiarum to the fight, ſaint George ſor England, | 
Aud the Barons right. ; 
Edw,S.George for England, and king Edrardi right.. 
Enter Ediraril, with the Barons captuues. 
| Edw. Now luſtie lords, now not by chance of warte, , 
i. || Buriuſtice of the quarrell and the cauſe 


Vaild 


| There ſee him fafe beſtowed,andfor the reſt, 
Do ſpeedie execution on them all, be gon. 


f .. 


— — 


of Edward the ſecond. 

Vaild is your p: ide, me thinkes you hang the hei 
But weele aduance them traitors, now tis time 
To be auengd on you for all yourbraues, +. \ | 
And for the murther of my deereſt friend, A. 
To whome right well you knew our ſoule was knit, 
Good Pierce of Gaueſton my ſwreet fauoret, 7 
Arebels, recreants, you made himaway, * 

Edm. Brother, in regard of thee and of thy land, 
Did they remooue that flatte tet ſrom thy throne, 


| 
| 
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Edv. S0 ſit, you haue ſpoke, away, auoid our preſence, b 
Accurſed wretches, wt ſt in tegard of vs, | 


When we had ſent our meſſenger torequeſt | 
He might be ſpared to come to ſpeake with vs, | 
Aud Perbrooke vnd ertooke for his returne, © | 
That thou proud /arwicke watcht the priſoner, - 
Poore Pierce, and headed him againſt lawe of armes, 
For which thy head ſhall ouer looke the reſt. | 
As much as thou in rage out wentſt the reſt? .: |; 
War. Tyrant,Uſcorne thy threats and menacet, 
Tis but temporall that thou canſt inſlict. | 
Lan. The worſt is death, and better die to liue, 
Then liue in infamie vnder ſuch a king. — 
Edw, Away with them my lord of Wincheſter, !/; 
Theſe luſlie leaders Warwicke and Lancaſter, - | 
I charge you roundly off with both their heads, away. 
War; Farewell vaine woilde. 4 
Lan. Sweete Aortimer farewell, | 
Mor. iu. England, vnkinde to thy nobilitie, l 
Grone fot this greefe, behold how thou art maimed. . 
Edw. Go take that haughtie Mortimer to the tower, | 5 
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jy 
pure thy vertue that aſpires to heauen, 1 


Edvard, Englands ſeourge, it may not be, 
Edv. Sound drums and trumpets, marche with mo 
wmp friends, _ Sz 
Edvard this day hath crownd him king a new. Ex. 
Alanent Spencer filius, Lewne & Baldeck, 

Spen. Lemus, the truſt that we repoſe in thee, 


| © ortimors hope ſurme unts his fortune farre. 


— 


Begets the quiet of king Edward: land, 


Among che lords of France with Englands go 


g Till e una be arriude for Englands good, 


Therefore be gon in halt, and with aduice, | 
Beſtowe that treaſure on the lords of Fraunce, 
That therewith all enchaunted like the guarde, 
That ſuffered loue to paſſe in ſhowers of golds 
To Danae, all aide may be denied 
To Iſabellthe Queene, that now in France 2 
Makes friends, to croſſe the ſeas with her yong ſonne, 
And ſtep into his fathers regiment, | cho 
Lew, Thats it theſe Barons and the ſubtill Queene, 


- * 
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Long leuied at. . 


Bald. Vea, but Lene thou ſeeſt, 
Theſe Barons lay their heads on blocks together, 
What they intend, the hangman fruſtrates cleane. 
Lemn. Haue you no doubts my lords, ile cage cloſe, 
e 70 
That Iſabell ſnall make her plaints in vaine, a 
And Fraunce ſhall be obdurat with her teares. 
Spen. Then make for Fraunce, amaine Lewne away, 


Proclaime king Edwards wattes and victories. 


Exeunt omnes. 
Enter Edmunil. 


Edu. Faire blowes the winde for Fraunce; blowe 
entle gale, 


Nature 


** 
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OI Edward the ſeconc 


Nature, yeeld to my countries cauſe in this, 
A brother, no, a butcherofthy friends, 710 
Proud Edward, dooſtthou baniſh me thy preſence? 
But ile to Fraunce,and cheere the wronged Queene, 
Andcertifie what Edward: looſenes is, | 4 
Vnnaturall king, to ſlaughter noble men TIE. 
And cheriſh flacterers: CAortimer Iſtay | 
Thy ſweet eſcape, ſtand gratious gloomie night to his | 
device, | 1 
Euter Mortimer diſg uiſed . "I 

Aor. iu. Holla. who walketli there, iſt you my lord 
1 tis I, but hath thy potion wrougheſa | 
appilie ? | | | 
Marin t hath my lord, the warders all a ſleepe, | 


Ithanke them, gaue me leaue to paſſe in peace: 


But hath your grace got ſhippiag vnto Fraunce 8 | 

Eao;, Feaie it not. Excunt, 3 

Eoter th⸗ Queene and her ſonne, 

CA boye, our frieads do faile ys all in Fraunce, 
The lords are cruell, and the king vakinde, A 
What ſhall we doe ? Ne 
Prince. Madam, teturne to England, 3 
And you my father well, and then a Fig 
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For all my vnckles frienſhip here in Fraunce, 
I warrant you, ile winne his highnes quicklie, \ 
A loues me better than a thouſand Spencers. 9 


Q. A boye, thou att dec eiude at leaſt in this, | 
Tothinke that we canyetbetun'd together, | 


No, no, we 1arre too fatre, vokinde //alops, 


Vnhappie Iabell, when Fraunce reicAs, if 


' Whecher,O whether dooſt thou bend thy ſtep, 


Enter fir ohn of Henolt. 4 
S. leb. Madam, what cheere : 5 


fs 
| 
4 » 
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' 
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Ihe 1lragedic. 
Qu, A good fir /obn of Henolt, .. . 
Neuer ſo cheereles, not ſo farte diſtreſt. 
S. lch. I heare ſweete lady of the kings vnkindenes, 
But droope not madam, noble mindes contemne 
Deſpaire: will your grace with me to Henole? 


And there ſtay times aduantage with your ſonne, 


How ſay you my Lord, will you go with your friends, 
And ſhake off all our fortunes equallie. 
Prin. So pleaſeth tlie Queene my mother, me it likes, 


Fphe king of England, nor the court of Fraunce, 
Shall haue me from my gratious mothers fide, 
Jill Ibe ſtrong enough to breake a ſtaffe, 
And then haue at the proudeſt Spencers head. 


Sir lohn. Well ſaid my lord. 


Qu. Oh my ſweet hart, how do I mone thy wrongs ? 
Vet triumphe in the hope ofthee my ioye, 
Ah ſweete ſir John, auen to the vtmoſt verge 


Ol Europe, or the ſhore of Tanaiſe, 


Will we with thee to Henolt, ſo we will, 
The Marques is a noble Gentleman, 


is grace I date preſume will welcome tre, 
Hut who are theſe: 


K «a Y 


Enter E dmund and Mortimer, 
Edu. Madam, long may you liue, 


E243 . \ 
Much happier then your friends in England do, $ 5 ; 


Qu. Lord Edmund and lord Mortimer aliue, - - 
Welcome to Fraunce: the newes was heere my lord, 
That you were dead, or very neare your death. 

Mor. iu. Lady, the laſt was trueſt ofthe twaine, 
But Mortimer reſerude for better hap, 

Hath ſhaken off the thraldome of the tower, 

And lives c aduance your ſtandard good my lord. 
Prin. How meane you, and the kiug my facherliues? | 

4 


| ? 


For Englands honor, peace, and quietnes. 


of Edward the ſecond, | 


No my lord (Mortimer, uot l. I trow. 
#, Not ſonne,why not? I would it were no worſe, 

But gentle lords, friendles we ate in Fraunce, - 
Mor. iu. Mounſiet le Grand, a noble friend of yours, | 

Tould ys at our arriuall all the newes, 0 

How hard the nobles, how vnkinde the king 

Hath ſhewed himſelt:but madam night makes reome, 

Whete weapons want, and though a many friends 

Are made aa, as \Varwick, Lancaſter, 

And others of our partie and faction, 

Tethaue we friends, aſſure your grace ia England, 

Would caſt yp cappes, and clap their hands for ioys 

To ſee vs there appointed for our focs, | 
Edm,Would ali were well, and Edward well reclaimd, 


— —2 — 


Mort. But by the ſword, my lord, it muſt be deſerud. 
The king will nere forſake his flatterers. 
S. oh. My Lords of England, ſith che yngentle king 
Of Fraunce refuſeth to giue aide of armes, | 
To this diſtreſſed Queene his ſiſter heere, * 
Go you with her to H. vlt, doubt yee not, 
We will ſiade comfort, money, men, and friends „ 
Ere long, to bid the Engliſh king a baſe, 5 | 
How fay yong Prince, x hat thinke youof the match? , 
Prin. I thinke king Edward will out. run vs all. 
Qu. Nay ſoune, not ſo, and you muſt not diſcourage 
Tour friends that are ſo forward in your aide. 5 
Ed, Sir Ioha of Henolt. pardon vs I pray, * 
Theſe comforts that you giue our wofull queene, \ 
Binde vs in kindenes all at your commaund. — 
On. Teagentle brother, and the God of heauen, 
Proſper your happie motion good fir bs. 1 
Aer. ia. This noble gentleman forward in | 
as ( 
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n The Tragedie 
I Was borne l ſee to be out anchor hold, 
. Sir lob of Henolt, be it thy renowne, - * 
That EnglandsQueene,and nobles in diſtreſſe, 
' Hauebeencby theereſtoced and comforted, | 
S. len. Madam along, and you my lord with me, . 
„That Englands peeres may Henolts welcome ſee, 
Enter the king. Matr. the two Spencers, with others. 
Ea. Thus es many threatsof wrathfull warre, 
Triumpheth Englands Edward with his friends, - 
And triumph Edward with his friends vncontrould. 
My lord of Gloſter, do you heare the newes? 
Spen. iu. What newes my lord? ta 
Eadw,Why man, they ſay there is great execution 
Done through the realme, my lord of eArundell _ 
Lou haue the note, haue you not? | 
Matr.Fromthelicurenant ofthe tower my lord. 
Eaw. ] pray let vs ſee it, what haue we there? 
Read it Spencer. ' Spencer reads their names. 
Why ſo, they barkt apacga month a goe, 
Noon my life, cheile neither barke nor bite. 
Novy ſirs, the ne wes from Fraunce, Gloſter I trowe, 
The lords of Fraunce loue Englands gold ſo well, 
As [ſabell gets no aide from thence. 
What now remaines, haue you proclaimed, my lord, 
Reward for them can bring in Mortimer? 
Spen. iu. My lord, we haue, and ifhe be in England, 
A will be had ere long I doubt it not. ; 
Eaw, Ifʒ dooſt th oaks Spencer, as true as death, 
He is in Englands ground, our port-maiſters 
Are not ſo careles of their kings commaund. | 
Enter a Poaſte. (theſe? * 
How nov, what newes with thee , from whence come 
Paſt. Lettets my lord, and tidings foorth of 3 7 
b * * 


} 
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of Edward the ſecond. 
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To you my lord of Gloſter from Lemuc. 
| Edward, Reade, | 
| Spencer reades the letter, 1 1 
My dutie to your honor promiſed, &c. haue ac cor- 
ding to inſtructions in that behalfe, dealt with the king 


1 

| 
' 

1 
1 

1 


of Fraunc e his lords, and effected, that the Queene all - 


diſcontented and diſcomforted, is gone, whither if 
you aske, with fr Jobs of Henolt, brother to the Mar- 
queſſe, into Flaunders: with chem are gone lord Ed- 
mund, and the lord Aortimer, hauing in their company 
diuers of your nation, and others, and as conſtant re- 
ort gocth, they intend to giue king Edward battell in 
En gland, ſooner then he can looke 2 them: this is all 
the newes of import. 
Tour honors in all ſeruice, Lewne, 
Ed. Avillaines, hath that Mortimer eſcapt : 
Wich him is Ed und gone aſſociate? 
And will fir Johr of Henoli lead the round? 
Welcome a Gods name Madam and your ſonne, 
England ſhall welcome you, and all your route, 
Gallop a pace bright Pœbu — the skie, 
And duskie night, in ruſtic iron carte, | 
Betweene you both,ſhorten the time I pray, 
That I may ſec that moſt deſired day, 
When we may meet theſe traitors in the field. 
Ah nothing greeues me but my little boye, 
Is thus miſled to countenance their ils, | 
Come friends to Briſtow, there to make vs ſtrong, 
And indes as equall be to bring ihem in, 
As you iniurious were to beare them foorth. 
Ener the Qurene, bor ſonue, Edmund, (Mor- 
timer, and fir Iehn. : 
Qs,Now lords, our louing friends and countrimen, 
Ha Web 


| 
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| The Tragedie 
welcome to England all with proſperous windei, 
Our kindeſt friends in Belgia haue we leſt, 
Fo cope with ſtie nds at home :a heauie caſe, . 
When force to force is knit and ſword and gleaue, - 
In ciuill broiles makes kin and country men, 
slaughter themſelues in others and their ſides 
With their owne weapons gorde, but whats the helpe? 
Miſgouerned kings are caule of allthis wrack, 
And Edwardthouarrone among them all, | 
Whoſe looſnes hath betrayed thy land to ſpoyle, 
And made the channels ouerflow with blood, 
Ofthine own people patrõ ſhouldſt thou be, but thou. 
Morin, Nay madam, if you be a warriar, 
re muſt not grow ſo paſlionate in ſpeeches: 
Lords, ſith that u e aro by ſufferance of heauen, 
Arriude and armde in tlus princes right, 
Heere for our countries cauſe ſweare we to him 
All homage, fealtie and forwardnes, ; 
And for the open wronges and iniuries 
Edward hath done to vs, his Queene and land, 2 
We come in armesto wrecke it with the ſwords: 
That Englands queene in peace may tepoſeſſe 
Her dignities and honors, and with-ll 
We may remooue theſe ſlatterers from tlie king, 
That hauocks Englands wealth and treaſurie, 
S. Ie. Sound trũpets my lord & forward let vs martch, 
award will thinke we come to flatter him. 
Edm. / would he neuer had bin flattered more. 
Enter the Ning, Baldeck, and Spencer the 
ſonne, flying about the ſtage. 
3 Spe. Fly, fly, my Lord, the Queeneis ouer ſtrong. 
Ner friends doe multiply and yours doe fayle, 
plhape we our courſe to Iteland thereto breath, - * 1 
1 Edd. 
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\ 


And in chis bed ofhonor die with fame. 


— — 


ot Edward the ſecond. | 


And leaue the ( Mortimers conquerers behind? © 
Glue me my horſe and lets r'enforce our troupes 2 


Ba. O no my lord, this princely reſolution 
Fits not the time, away, we are purſu'd, 


Edmund alone with a ſword 


and target. 


Edm. This way he fled, but / am come too late, 


Edward, alas my hart relents for thee, 

Proud traytor Mortimer why dooſl thou chaſe 
Thy lawfull king thy ſoueraigne with thy ſword? - 
Vilde wretch,and why haſt thou of all vnkinde, 


Bornearmesagainſt thy brother and thy x 7 5 
en 


Raigne ſhowers of vengeance on my curſed 
ThouGod,to whom in iuſtice it belongs, 

To puniſh this vnnacurall ieuolt: 

Edward, this Mortimer aimes at tliy life: 

O fly him then, but Edmund calme this rage, 
Diſlemble or theu dieſt, for Mortimer 
And Iſabell doe kiſſe while they conſpire, 


And yet ſhe beares a face of loue forſooth- 


Fie on that loue that hatcheth death and hate. 
Edmund away, Briſtow to Longſhankes blood 
Is falſe, be not found ſingle for ſuſpect :. 
Proud CAortimer pries near: into thy wallces. 

Enter the Qucene, Mortimer the 

young Prince and Sir lohn 
ef Henolt. Say 
Q. Sueceſſfull battells giues the God of kings, 

To them that fight in right and feare his wrath? 
Since then ſucceſſully we haue preuayled, 
Thankes be heauens great architect and you, 


edv. What, was I borne to flye and runne awa 2 = 


The Tragedie 
Fre farther we proceede my noble lordes; 
We heere create our welbeloued ſonne, 


Qu. My lord, the Maior of Briſtow knows our mind. 
, | Tharfledthe feeld. 
Agoodly chauncelor, is he not my lord? Ay 
S. lob. So are the Spencers, the father andthe ſonne. 


Euter Rice ap Howell, and the Maior of. Briſtow, 


ly” ö Madam, the Maior and Citizens of Briſtow, 
In ſigne of loue and dutie to chis preſence, 


Offloue and care vnto his royall perſon, 

Lord warden ofthe realme, and ſich the fates 

Haue made his father ſo infortunate, 
Deale you my lords in this. my louing lords, 
As to your wildomesfitteſt ſeemes in all. 

Edm. Madam, withour offence if l may aske, 
How will you deale with Edward in his fall ? 


Prince. Tell me good ynckle , what Edvard doe you 
meane? 


Edu. Nephew, your father, I dare not call him king. 
Mor. My lord of Kent, what needes theſe queſtions? 
is not in her controulment, nor in ours, 


But as the realme and parlement ſhall pleaſe, 


So ſhall your brother be diſpoſed of, 


| Y Ilike not this relenting moode in Edmund, 


Madam, tis good to looke to him betimes. 
Mor. Tea madam, and they ſcape not eaſilie, 
Qua. Baldockjs with the king, 


Edus. This Edward is the ruine ofthe realme. 


with Spencer the father. 


Rice. God ſaue Queene Iſabell, & her rincely ſonne, 


* 


Preſent by me this traitot to the ſtate, 
Spencer, the fathet to that wanton Spencer, 
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4 of Edward the ſecond. 


That like the lawles Catalins of Rome, 
Reueld in Englands wealth and treaſurie. 


Qs. We thanke you all. 
Aor. in. V our louing care in this, | 
Deſcructh ptincelie fauors and rewardes, TIF f 
But wheres the king and the other Spencer fled? ,, | 
Rice. Spencer the ſonne,created eatle of Gloſter, * 
Is with that ſmoothe toongd icholler Baldeck gone, 
And ſhipt but late for Iteland with the king. 
Hort, m, Some whirle winde fetche them backe, 
or ſincke them all: | 4 
They ſhalbe ſtarted thence 1 doubt it not. 2 
Prin. Shall [nor ſee the king my father yetf r | 
Edmund. Vnhappies Edward, chaſte from Englands 
bounds, Eg 9 * 1 
S. lol. Madam, what reſteth, why ſtand ye in amuſe? | 
Qs. Irue my lords ill fortune, but alas, 1 
Care of my countrie cald me to this watre. . 
Mort. Madam, haue done with care & ſad complaint, 
Vour king hath wrongd your countrie and himſelfe, 
And we muſt ſeeke to right it as we may, 9 
| Meane while, haue hence chis rebell to the blocke, : - 


Your lordſhip cnnot priuiledge your head. 'r | 
Spenpa. Rebell is he that fights againſt his prince, 
' Sofoughr not they that fought in Edwards right. 
tort. Take him away, lie prates, you Rice ap howell, | 
Shall do good ſeruice to her Maieſtie, A 
Being ofcountenance in your counttey here, © . . | 
Tofollow thele rebellious runnagates, | 
Wein meane while madam, muſt take aduiſe, 
How Baldocke, Spencer, and their complices, 
May in their fall be followed co their end. 
i Exeaurnt ones. 
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Enter the eAbbot, Monkes, Edward, Spenter, 
Re and Baldeche, = 
Abbot. Haue you no doubt my Lorde, haue young 


feare, 


As ſilent and as care full will we be, 
To keepe your royall perſon ſaſe with vs, : 
Free from ſuſpeR,and fell inuaſion 
Ofſuch as haue your maieſtic in chaſe, 
Your ſelfe, and thoſe your choſen companie, 
As daunger of this ſtormie time requires, 

Eda. Father, thy face ſhould harbor no deceit, 
O hadſt thou euer books a king, thy hart 
Pierced deeply with ſence of my diſtreſſe, 


Could not but take compaſſion of my ſtate, 

E tately and proud, in riches and in traine, 

; Whilom 1 was powerfull and full of pompe, 

But what is he, whome rule andemperie 

Haue not in life or death made miſerable? 

Come Spencer, come Baldocks, come ſit downe by me, 

Mlakc triall now ofthat philoſophie, . 

That in our famous nurſeries ofartes 

Thou ſuckedſt from Plato, and from Ariſletle, 
Father, this life contemplatiue is heauen, 


O that Imight this life in quiet lead, 
But we alas are chaſte, and you my friends, 


Lour lives and my diſhonor they purſue 


ret gentle monkes, for treaſure, golde not fee, 
Do you betray vs and our companie. 


Monk. Tour grace may fic ſecure, ifnone but wee 
doe wor of your abode, 


? 128 aliue, but ſnrewdly I ſuſpect, 
Ss | 


oomie fellowina meade belowe, 
A gaue a long logke aſtet vs my lord, 


e Had 


| 


ä = 
And all che land 1 know 1s vp in armes, x 
Armes that purſue our liues with deadly hate. 
| Bald. We were imbarkt for Ircland, wretched we, 
Wich awkward windes, and fore tempeſts driuven 
To fall on ſhoare, and here to pine in feate 1 
Of Afortimer and his confederates, a I 
Eds. Qſortimer, ho talkes of Mortimer, 
Who wounds me wich the name of Mortimer 
That bloudy man? good facher on tby lap 
Lay Ithis head, laden with mickle care, 
O might Incucropen theſe eyes againe, 
| Neuer againe lift vp this drooping head, 
O neuer more lift vp this dying hart 
| Spen,ſon, Looke vp my lord, Baldeck,, this drowſines 
1 Betides no good, here euen we are betraied. " 
2 
Enter with Welch bookes, Rice vp Flowell a Mower, | | 
: | 


| andthe Earle of Leiceſter, * 
| Momer. Vpon my life, thoſe be the men = —— 
Rec. Fellow enough, my lord | pray be ſhort,  .. 
A taire commiſſion warrants what we do. 
Lei. The Queenes commilhon, vrgd by Mortimer, 
What cannot gallant CAortmer wich the Queeac? 
Alas, ſee where he fits, and hopes vnſecne, 1 
Teſcape their hands that ſeeke to teaue his life: 
Too true it is, quem diet vidit veniens ſuperbum, | 
Hinc dies vidit ſugiens iacentem. . ! 
But Leiſter leaue to growe ſo paſſionate, | 
Spencer and Baldechg,by no other names, . 
| larreſt you of high treaſon here. 
Stand not on titles, but obay th arreſt, 
Tis in the name of I ſabell th 8 Queene: 
My lord, why droope yo Ithus ß 
: \ | y n Pe I Ede, f 
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Edv. O day !thelaſtof all my bliſſe on earth, 
Center of all miſfortune. O my ſtarres! 
Why do you lowre vnkindly on a king? 
Comes Leiſter then in Iſabellas name, 

To take my life, my companie from me? 1 
Here wan, rip vp this panting breſt of mine, 1 
And take my heart, in reske of my friends. 
Rice. Away with them. 
Spen. iu. It may be come thee yet, 
To fe vs take our farewellof his grace; 5 
Abb. My heart with pittie earnes to ſee this ſight, 
Alling to beate theſe words and proud commaunds, 
Em. Spencer, a ſweet Spencer, thus then muſt we 
Spen. in. We muſt my lord, ſo will the angryheauens, | 
E dx. Nay ſo will hell, and cruell Mortimer, 
T be gentle heauens haue not to do in this. 
Bald. My lord, it is in vaine to greeue or ſtorme, 
vt Mere humblie of your grace we take our leaues, 
|  Ocdlotsare caſt, lfeare me ſois thine, | 
1; Edwa.Ilnheaucn wee may, in earth neuet ſhall wee 
I meete, 
And Leiſter ſay, what ſhall become of vs? 
Leiſt. Your maieſtie muſt go to Killingworth, 
Ed. Muſt! tis ſomwhat hatd, when kings muſt go. 

Leiſt. Here is a Litter readie for your grace, 

That waites your pleaſure, and the day growes old. 

Rice. As good be gon, as ſtay and be benighted. 

Edw. A litter haſt thou, lay me in a hearſe, 1 
And to the gates of hell conuay me hence, 
Let Plætos bels ting out my fatall knell, 

And hags howle for my death at Charons ſhore, * | 
Por friends hath Edvard none, but theſe, and theſe, 
Aud theſe muſt die ynderatyrants ſword, © | FRY 5 
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ofEdward the ſecond. 


Nies. My lord, be going, cate not for theſe, 
For we ſhall ſee them ſhorter by the heads. 
Edv. Well, chat ſhalbe, halbe: part we muſt, 
Sweete Syencer, gentle Ba/docke,part we muſt, 
Hence fained weeds, vnfained are my woes, 
Father, farewell: Leiſter, thou ſtaiſt for me, 
Aud go I muſt, life fare well with my friends. 
Ereunt Edward and Leiceſter. 62 40 
Spen. iu. O is he gone {is noble Edward gone,, 
Parted ftom hence, neuer to ſee vs more, | 


Earth melt to ayte, gone is my ſoucraigne, CENT: 
Gone, gone alas, neuer to make returne. len 
' Bald. Spencer, I ſee out ſoules are fleeted hence, : 
We are depriude the ſun-ſhine of our life, 
Make for anew life man, throw vp thy eye, 4 
And hart and hand to heauens immortall throne, . 
Pay natures debt with cheereſull countenance, 
Reduce ve all our leſſons vnto this, 
To die ſweet Spencer, thetefore liue wee all, 
Spencer, all liue to die, and tiſe to fall. . 
Rice, Come, come, keepe theſe preachments till 
you come tothe place appointed 
Vcu, and ſuch as you are, haue made wiſe worke in 
England. 
Will your Lordſhips away? | 
Mower. Tour worſhip I cruſt will remember me? 
Rice. Remember thee fellow ? what elle, 


Follow me to the cowne, 


„ — 


Enter the king, Leicefler, with a Biſbop 
for the crowne, - | 
Lui. Be patient good my lord, ceaſe to lament, 


— 


| Rent ſphere ofheauen, and ficr forſake thy orbe, 2 ' 1 
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Ad that you lay for pleaſure here a 
Not of compulſion or neceiſſitie. 


Mm 


Tu ſpeeches long agoe had eaſde my ſorrowes, 
For kinde and loving haſt thou alwaies beene: + 
hne greefes of private men are ſoone allayde, l 
But not of kings, the forreſt Deare being ſtrucke 
Kunnes to an herbe that eloſeth vp the wounds, + . 


le rends and teares it with his wrathfull pa we, 
Hlighly ſcorning, that the lowly earth . 
Should drinke his bloud, mounts vp into the ayrez 
And ſo it fares with me, whole dauntleſſe minde 
The ambitious Mortimer would ſeeke to cutbe, 
And that ynnatura!l Queene falſe Iſabell. 

FTphat thus hath pent and mu'l me in apriſon, 

For ſuch outragious paſſions cloye my ſoule, 
As with the wings of rancor and diſdaine, 

Full often am I ſowring vp to he auen, 

To plaine me to the gods againſt them both: 

But when call to minde I ama king, | 
Me thinkes I ſhould reuenge me ofthe wronges, 
That Mortimer and Iſabell haue done. 

But what are kings, hen regiment is gone, 
But perfect ſnadowes in a ſun-ſhine day? 

Ny nobles rule, Ibeare the name of king, 

I weare the crowne,but am contrould by them, 
By Mortimer, and my vnconſtant Queene, 
Who ſpots my nuptiall bed with infamie, 
Whilſt Iam 104g ithin this caue ofcate, 
Where ſorrow at my elbow ſtill attends, 
To companie wy hart with ſad laments, 


* - 
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- 
-  —— — — ũ -- — - - 


But when the imperiall Lions fleſh is gorde, ? 


„ 


b 


| 
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: ||, Edw,Leiſter,ifgentle words might comfort me,. 4. 


—_ 


All times and ſeaſons reſt you at a flay, 


a of Edward the ſecond. 


That bleedes within me for this ſtrange exchange: 


But tell me, muſt Inow reſigne my crowne, 
To make vſurping Mortimer a king ? 


»- LE * 


- 


Biss. Your grace miſtakes, it is for Englands good, E 


And princely Edwards right we craue the croy 
Edw. No, tis for Mortimer, not Edwards head.. 
For hees a lambe, encompaſſed hy Woolues, 
Which in a moment will abridge his life: 
But if proud Aort imer do weare this crowne, _.., .* 
Heauens turne it to a blaze of quencheleſſe fier, : 
Or like the ſnakie wreathe of T 5/iphon, 1 


0 „% "I 0 


# © f ff & 


Engirt the temples of his hatefull head, „ 
Soth | 


all not Englands Vinesbe periſhed, . - . Tal. 
But Edward: name ſuruiues, though Edward dies. 


Lei. My lord, why waſte you thus the time away, 


They ſtay your anſwer, will you yecld your crowne >: . . 2 
A 5 


Ed. Ah Leiſter, way, how hardly I can brooke. 
To looſe my croryne and kingdome, without cauſe, + 
To giue ambitious Mortimer my right, ; 2064 2960 
That like a mountaine ouerwhelmes my bliſſe. | 
In which extreame my minde here murthered ise 
But what the heauens appoint, I muſtobaye, 1 
Here, take my crowne, the life of Edward too, 
Two kingt in England cannot raigne at once: 
But ſtay a while, let me be king till night. 
That I may gaze vpon this glittering croune . .3. - | 
So ſhall my eyes receiue theit laſt content, 

My head, the lateſt honor dew to it, 1 
And ioyntly both yeeld vptheir wiſhed tight. 
Continue euer thou celeſtiall ſunne, | 

Let neuer ſilent night poſſeſſe this clime, 
Stand ſtill you watches of the element, 


/ 


: 


? 


one. 1 
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1 
4 
, 
' 


The Tragedie 


[ | That Edvard may be ſtill faire Englands king » 
But dayes bright beames dooth vaniſh faſt away, 
And needes I mult reſigne my wiſhed crowne, 


Inhumaine creatures,nurſt with Tigers milke, 


Why gape you for your ſoueraignes ouerthrow? 


My digdem I meanc,and guiltleſle life, 

See monſters ſee,ile weare my crowne againe, 
What, feare you not the furie of yourking? 

But hapleſſe Edward,thou art fondly led, 

They paſſe not for thy frownes as late they did, 


But ſeekes to make anew elected king, 


| | Edv. O would I might, but heauens & earth conſpire 


Which fils my mind with ſtrange deſpairing thoughts, 
Which thoughtsare martyred with endles torments, 
And in this torment, comfort finde I none, f 


.* - | Butthatl feele the crowne ypon my head, 
And therefore let me weare it yet a while, 


Tra. My Lorde the patlement muſt hauepreſen 
newes, a 


And there fore ſay. will you reſigne or no. 


The king rageth, 
Edw. Ile not reſigne, but whilſt I liue, 
Traitots be gon, and ioine you with Mortimer, 
Ele ct, conſpire, inſtall, do what you will, Lit 


Their bloud and yours ſhall ſcale theſe treacheries. 


Biſt. This anſwer weele returne, and fo farewell. 


Lait. Call them againe my lorde, and ſpeake them 


faire, | 


kor if they goe, the prince ſhall loſe his right. 


Edward, Call thou them back, I haue no power to 
ſpeake. 

Lei. My lord, ihe king is willing to reſigne. 

Biſb. It he be not, let him chooſe 


ay 


To 


— 2 


— 


Better then I, yet how haue I tranſgreſt, 
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To make me miſerable t heere receive my crowne, - 
Recelue it?no,theſe innocent hands of mine 
Shall not be guiltie ofſo foule acrime, 
He of you all that moſt defires my bloud, 
And will be called the murtherer of a king, Y 
Take it: what are you mooude, pitie you me? 
Then ſend for vntelenting Mortimer A2 
And Iſabell, whoſe eyes beene turnd to ſteele. 
Will ſooner ſparkle fire then ſhed a teare: * * 
Vet ſtay, ſor rather then I will looke on them, 
Heere, heere: now ſweete Godofheauen, 
Make me deſpiſe this tranſitorie pompe/, : 
And fit foraye inthronized in heauen, \'3 
Come death, and with thy fingers cloſe my eyes, 
Oriſl liue, let me forget my ſelfe. 1 


Enter Bartley, 
Bartiq. My lorde. 
Edv. Call me not lorde, ä 
Away, out of my ſight, ar pardon me, 1 Ul 
Greefe makes me lunatick, . 
Let not that Mortimer protect my ſonne, 
More ſaſetie is there in a Tigers iawes, 
This his imbraſements, beare this to the queene, 
Wet with my teates, and dried againe with fighes, 
If with the ſight thereofſhe be not mooued, 
Returne it backe and dip it in my bloud, 
Commend me to my ſonne, and bid him rule 


| 


Vnleſſe it be with too much clemencic? 2 
Tru. And thus, moſt humbly do we take our leaue. 
Edvard. Fate well, I know the next newes that they 

bring, R 28 ; | 


ww; 
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„ K Edi. Mine enemie hath pitied my eſtate, 


„ „ „ „ 


Wil be my death, and welcome ſhall itbe, 


1 To vretched men death is felicicie. 
Leiff. An other poalt, what newes bringes het 


Edv. Such newesas I expect, come Bertley,come, 


And tell thy meſſage to my naked breſt. 
Bart. My lord, thinke not a thought ſo villanous 


1 Canharbor in a man of noble birth, 


Fo do your highnes ſeruice and deuoire, 

And ſaue you from your foes, Bartley would die. 
Leiſt. My lorde, the counſell of che Queene com- 

maunds, 
That Lreſigne my charge. 
Ed. And who muſt keepe mee now, muſt you my 
lorde :? 5 

Bart, I, my moſt gratious lord, ſo tis decreed, 

Edw. By Nſortimor, whoſe name is written here, 


| Well may /renthisname, thatrends my hart, 


This poore reuenge hath ſomething eaſd my minde, 


Sao may his limmes be torne, as isthis paper, 
! Heare me immortall Jou, and gtaunt it too. 


Bart. Tour gtace muſt hence with mee to Bartley 
ſtraight. IN 
Eds. Whether you will, all places are alike, 
And euery earth is fit for buriall, 


1 Leiſt.Fauorhim my lord, as much as lieth in you. 


Bart. Euen ſo betide my ſoule as J vſe him. 


And thats the cauſe that I am now remooude. 
F ' Bartley, And thinkes your grace that Barley will bee 


cruell? 


D Ed. I know not, but of thisam1aſſured, 


FR Leiceſter, farewell. 


* | 


That death ends all, and Ican die but once, 


Left 
4 4 | | 


; : Morn. Faire Iſabell, now haue weour debe, 


. Jn any caſe, take heed of childiſh fearec, 


— „ 9 ; 7 Li * E 9 
8 9 


Leiicefter 0 Not yet my lorde ile beare you on your | 
Waye. 


Exeust eme. | 


Enter CAortimer, and Q ee 
aan SEE 


a+ bw 
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The proud corrupters of the light-brajnde king. 


Haue done their homage to the loſtie gallow e, 


And he himlelfe lies in captiuitie, 8 
Be rulde by me, and we will rule the tealme, 
For no we hould an old Wolfe by the cares, © * 
That if he flip will ſeaze vpon vs botdt⸗/ 
And gripe the ſoter being gript himſelfe, _. _. 
Thinke therefore madam hy at imports as much 
To erectyour ſonne withall the ſpeed we may, 
And that I be protector ouer him, 
For our behuofe will beare the greater ſway _.... ** 
When as a kings name ſhall be ynder writ. 
Qu. Sweet Mortimer, the life of Iſabell, ' -* ©. 
Be thou perſwaded, that /loue thee wel. 


And chere fore ſo the prince my ſonne be laſe, 1 


Whome l eſteeme as deare as theſe mine eye, 


Conclude againſt his father what thou wilt, 


And I my ſelfe will v illinglie ſubſcribe, 


Alert. iu. Firſt would I heare newes that hee were 
depoſde, | Sek 


And chen let ine alone to handle him, 


* Enter 


-z 


N 4H 


% Whoſethere,callhither Gzrney an 


* i + , ! 0 


-Bartley ſhall be diſchargd, the king remooude, 


The Iragedie 


Mor in, Letters from whence? 
eMeſſen, From Killingworth my lorde. 
Q. How fares my lord the king } 
Aeſſin. In health madam, but ful of penſiuenes. 
Queene, * poore ſoule, would I could caſe his 
* greelfe, | 
Thankes gentle Wincheſter,firra,be gon. U 
Wincheſter, The king hath willingly refignde his 
crowne, | 
Q. O happie newes, ſend for the prince my ſonne. 
Biſb. Further, or this letter was ſcaled, Lord Barti 
came, . 
So that he now is gone from Killingworth, 
And we haue heard that Eda und laid a plot, 
To ſet his brother free, no mo: e but ſo 
The lord of Bartley is ſo pitifull, | 
As Leiceſter that had charge of him before, 
Qu. Then let ſome other be his guardian, 
Mor. in. Let me alone, here is the 1 
Matrei, 
To daſh the heauie headed Edmwnds drift, | + } 


And none but we ſhall know where he lietli. 
v. But Mortimer, as long as he ſuruiues 
What ſafetie reſts for vs, or for my ſonne? * 
Mort, in. Speake, ſhall he preſently be diſpatch'd 
anddie? | 
Queene, I would hee were, ſo it were not by my | 
meanes. ä | 


Enter |, 


a - 


— 


| , 


- 1 Afortim,in. Inough Matrens, write a letter pro- 


Seele all the meanes thou canſt to make him droope g 


And at the laſt, he come to Killing worth, 
And then from thence to Bartley back againe- 3 | 


But amplifie his greeſe with bitter words, | 


otEdward the ſecond, 


6.19 Enter Matrenis end Gurney Yom 3 


ſently 

Vato the Lord of Bartley from our ſelfe, 
Thathe reſigne the king to thee and Gurney, | 
And when tis done, we will ſubſcribe our name. 

Matr. It ſhall be done my lord. 

Alort. iu. Gurney. | 

Garn. My Lorde, 

Mort. iu. As thou intendeſt to tiſe by Mortimer, | 
Who now makes Fortunes wheele turne as he pleaſe, 


And neither giue himkinde word, nor good looke. 
Guru. [warrant you my lord. 

A ort. iu. And this aboue the reſt, becauſe we heare 
That Edmund caſts to worke his libertie, r 
Remeoue him ſtill from place t- place by night, 


And by the way to make him fret the more, 
Speake curſtlic to him, and in any caſe 
Let no man comfort him, if he chaunce to weepe, 


CAatre, Feare not my Lord, weele do as you com- 
maund. 
Mer. iu. So now away, poſt thither wards amaine. 
Qu. Whither goes this letter, to my lord the king? 


Commend me humblie to his Maieſtie, 


And tell him, that / labour all in vaine, ä | 
To eaſe his greeſe, and worke his liberties 2 


Heere comes the yong prince, with the Earle of Kent, 


The Tragedie * 

And beare him this, as witneſſe of my loue: 
| Maire, I will madatn. 10 
Exennt Matrenis and Gurney, 


Manent Iſabell and Mortimer, 


Euter the org Prince, and the Earle of Kins 
talkmg with bim. h | 


Mor ju, Fincly diſſembled,do ſoſtill ſweet Queene, 


v. Some thing he whiſpers in his childiſheares, 
Mort. iu. If he haue ſuch acceſſevnto the prince, || 
Our plots and ſtratagems will ſoon e be daſhr, 

Queen. Vie Edmund friendly, as if all were well. 
Mor. iu. How fares my honorable lord of Kent ? 
Edmun, In health ſweete Aertimer, how fares your 
grace. | 
Queene. = if my Lorde your brother were en- 
largde, 
Eam,1 heare of late he hath depoſde himſelfe , 
| £een, The more my greefe. 

Mortim. iu. And mine, 1 5 
- Eawun, Ah they do diſſemble. ihe 
" Qucen,Sweete lonne come hither, I muſtealke with 

' thee. | 
CMortim.iu,Thou being his vackle, and the nextof 
| bloud y | 
Doe looke to be protector ouerthe prince. . 
Eda. Not I my lord: who ſhould protect the ſonne, 
But ſh: that gaue him life, I meane the Queene? 1 
| | * 


— ——— - 


of Edward the ſecond. 
pr. Mother, perſu ade me not to wearethe erowne, 
Let him be ling, l am too yong to raigne, 
| Queene, But bee content, ſeeing it his highneſſe 
ay plealure, | 
Prin. Let nie but ſee him firſt, and then will. | 
Edmund. Ido ſweete Nephew. 
Que. Broiher,you know it is impoſſible. 
Prince. Why, is he dead? 
Quer. No, God forbid. | 
_ I would theſe wordes proceeded from your 
Satt. 
MAoert. iu. Ine onſtant Edmund, dooſt thou fauor him, 
That waſt a cauſe ofhis imptiſonment : 
14 Edm. The more cauſc haue I now to make amends, 
Atort. iu. I tell thee tis not meet, chat one ſo falſe 
Should come about the perſon of a prince, 
My lord, he hath betraie d the king his brother, 
Ad thereſote truſt him not. | 
Prince. But hee repents, and ſorrowes for it now. 
Queen. Coine ſonne, and go with this gentle Lorde 
and me. | 
Prin. With you I will, but not with AHortimer. 
Mort. iu. Why yongling,vdainſt thou ſo of Mortimer? 
17 Then / will carrie thee by force away. 
Prin. Helpe vnckle Kent, Mortimer will wrong me. 
uee. Brother Edmund, ſiriue not, xe are his frie nds, 
Iſabellisneerer then the eatle of Kent. 
Edm Siſter, Edward is my charge, redeeme him. 
Queen, Edioard is my ſonne, and I will keepe him. 
Edmu, Qlortimer ſhall know that he hath wrongde 
| | mee, x | 


| Hence will / haſte to Killingworth caſtle, 


Ane 


And reſcue aged Edward from his foes; N 
To be reuengde on Mortimer and thee, 0 


: 
Exeunt ones. F 
FO „ 
Euter Aatreuis and Gurney with [ 

the king, gh. 


Matr. My lord, be not penſiue, we are your friends, 
Men are ordaind ta liue in miſerie, TE. 
| Therefore come, dalliance dangereth ourliues. | 
Eds. Friends, whit er muſt enhappie Edwardgo, | 
Will hatefull Mortimer appoint noreſ 8 
| Muſt I be vexedlike the nightly birde, © 1 
| Whoſe fight is loathſome to all winged fowles? 
When will the furic of his minde aſſwages | 
When will his hart be ſatiſſied with bloud? 9 285 
If mine will ſerue, vnbowell ſtraight this breſtt, | 
And giue.my heart to Iſabell and him, 
It is the chiefeſt marke they leuell at. i 
| Gurney. Not ſo my liege, the Queene hath giuen 
this charge, | 
| To keepe your grace in ſafetie, | 
, Your paſſions make yourdoloursto increaſe. d 
. Edw. This vſage makes my miſetie increaſe, | 
But can my ayre of life continue long, 
When all my ſences are anoyde with ſtenche ? 
[ Within a dungeon Englands king is kept, 
Where lam ſteru'd for want of ſuſtenance, 3 
My daily diet, is heart breaking ſobs, 
That almoſt rents the cloſer ot my heart, 
Thus liues old Edvard not reli eu d by any, Ty 


— 4 
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That wronges their liege and ſoucraigne , Englands 


Ot Edward the lecond. +. 
And ſomuſtdie, though pitled by max. 
O water gentle friends to coole my thirſt, * 
And cleare in bodie from foule excrements.. 
Matr. Heeres channell water, as our charge is giuen, 
Sit do wne, fot weele be Barbar to your grace. 
Ed. Traitors away, what will you murthet me, 
Or choake your ſoueraigne with puddle water? 
* N * waſh your face, and ſhaue away your 
. beard, . 
Leaſt yoube knowne,and ſo be reſcued. 
- CHMatr., Why ſtrive you thus, your labour is in yaine? 
-\. Edward. The Wrenne may ſtriue againſt che Lions 
ſtrengch. 4 
- But all in vaine, ſo vainely do Iſtriue, 
To ſeeke for mercie at a tyrants hand. 16 
They waſh him with puddle water, an 
ſpaue his beard away, 
Immortall powers, that knowes the painfull cares, 
That waites vpon my poore diſtreſied ſoule,, © *: 
Odeuell all your lookes vpon theſe daring men, 


49 


king, 
O 9 is for thee that / am wrongd, 
For me, both thou, and both the Spencers died, 
And for your ſakes, a thouſand wronges ile take, 
The Spencers ghoſtes, where euer they remaine, 
Wiſh well to mine, then tuſh for them ile die. 

Aatr. Tixt theirs and yours, ſhall be noenmitie, | 
Come, come, away, now put the torches out, 
Weele enter in by darkenes to Killing worth. 

| Enter Edmund, 

Guru. How now,who comes there ). 


Marr, 


Sig . | * 


Matr. Guarde the king ſure, it is the earle o 

Edv. O gentle — he! pe to reſcue me. "= - 
Matr. Keepe them a ſunder, thruſt in the king. 

Ed. Souldiers, let me but talke to him one worde 
Sur. Lay hands vpon the earle for this aſſault. 


Edu. Lay downe your weapons, traitors yeeld the 


king. „ 
A air. Edmund, yeeld thou thy ſelf, or thou ſhalt die. 


Edmu. Baſe villaines, wherefore doe you gripe mee 


thus? | | T*% 
Gurney. Binde him, and ſo conuey him to the court, 
.. Edm,Where is the court but he ere, heere is the king, 
And 1 will viſit him, why ſtay you me ? 
Atur. The courtis where lord Mortimer remaines, 
Thither ſhall your honour go, and lo farewell, 
Erxeunt Nlatr. and Gurney with the king. 
HM ment Edmund aud the ſouldiers. 
Edm. O miſerable is that commonweale, where lords 
EKeepe courts, and kings ate lockt in priſon / 
Sould. Where fore ſtay wer on firs to the court, 
Edm. cad me whether you will, euen to my death, 
Seeing that my brother cannot be teleaſt. 


Exeunt omnes. 


, Enter Mortimer alent. 


Mert. in. The kin gmuſt die, or Mortimer goes downe, 
The commons now begin to pitie him, "OLE 
Vet he that is the cauſe of Edward death, 


| Is ſure to pay for it when his ſonne is of age, 


And therefore will I do it cunninglie, 


Y 


* 


| 


j 
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otEdwardtheſecond, - 
Inis letter written by a friend ofourjʒ,/ 
Containes his death, yet bids them ſaue his life. 
Edwardam occidere nolite timere bonum eſſ. 
Feare not to kill the king tis good he die. 
But read it thus, and thats an other ſences. | | 
Ed. rarduas occidere nolite timere bonam eſt. 

Kill not the king tis good to feare the worſt. 
Vnpoiated as it it, thus ſhall it gage 
That being dead, if it chaunce to be found. 
Matreni and the reſt may beate the blame, 

And ve be quit that cau(deir to be done: 

Wichia this roome is lockt the meſſenger, 
That ſhall conueie it, and performe the reſt. 

And by a ſecrettoken that he beares, 

Shall he be murdered when the deed is done- 

Lig liborn, come ſorih, att thou as reſolute as thou waſtꝰ 
Light, What elſe my lord ? and farre more reſolute, 
Art. iu. And haſt thou caſt how to accompliſh it ? 

Ligbt. I. I, and none ſnall know which way he died. 

Mortim. in. But at his lookes Lig htborne thou wilt 
relent. | 

Light. Nelent, ha, ha, Ivſe much to relent. 

Mort. in. Well, do it brauely, and be ſecret. 

Light. Vou ſhall not need to giue inſtructions, 

Tis not the firſt time I haue killed a man, 

Ilearnde in Naples howto poiſon flowers, 
To ſtrangle with a lawne thruſt through the throte, 
Topierce the wind- pipe with a needles point, 
Or whilſt one is a ſleepe, to take a quill 
And blowe a little powder in his e ares, 
Or open his mouth, and powre quick ſiluer downe, 
But yet I haue a brauer way then theſe. 
| L Mort 


= 


he Tragedie 
Mort. la. Whats that ? 


Ligbi. Nay, you ſhall pardon me, none mall knowe 


my tric es. 3 Ws 
Norte. in. I care not how lt is, ſoit be not ſpide, 
Deliuer this to Gurney and CMarrents, 
At euery ten miles end thou haſt a horſe, 


Take this, away, and neuer ſee me more. 
Lightborne,No. 


ward: death. : | 


Light.That willI quicklie do, farewell my lord. 5 
Mor. The prince I rule, the queene do I commaund, 


And with a ſowly conge to the ground, . 
The proudeſt lords ſalute me as Ipaſſe, 
Iſeale, Icancell, Ido what Iwill, 1 
Feard am I niore then lou'd, let me be feard, 


And when I frowne,make all the court looke pale, . 


I view the prince with Ariſtorebus eyes, 
Whoſe lookes were as a bteeching to aboye, . \ 
They thruſt ypon me the ProteRorſhip, _ 

And ſue to me for that that I deſire, 

While at the councell table, graue encugh, 

And not vnlike a b:ſhfull paretaine, 

| Firſt I complaine ofimbecilitie, 

Saying it le, onus quam grauiſſimum, 

Till being interrupted by my friends, . 

Suſcepi that proumciam as they terme it, 

And to conclude, I am Protector now, 

Now is all ſure, the Queene and CIortimer 

Shall rule the realme, the king, and none rule vv, 
Mine enemies will Iplague, my friends aduance, 
And what I liſt commaund, who daxe controwle, 


CMort.in, No, vnleſſe thou bring me newes of K. 


Mauer 


ofEdward the ſecond, 
Maier ſim quam cui poſſit fortuna nocero, » 
And that this bethe ——— day, Tam 
| Jepleaferhme,and [ſabel/the Queene, -* + 
* The trumpets ſound, I mult go take ty place. 


Enter tb yong King, Biſhop , Cha ha 
W 2 7 ip rage 


Jiſb. Long liue king Edward, by the grace of God 
King of IH lorde of Iceland. ps 
Chan. If any Chriſtian, Heathen, Turke, or Jew, 
| Dares bur affirme,that Edwards not true king. 

And will auouche his ſaying with the ſworde, 
Tam the Champion that will combate him : 

Mort. iu. None comes, ſound trumpets, 
Ling. Champion, heeres to thee. ; 
i Qs, Lord Alortrmer,now take him to your charge. 


Enter Souldiers with the Earle of 
Kent priſoner. 


| Morin, What traitor haue wee there with blades 
8 andbilles? 
| Sould. Edmund the Earle of Kent. 

King. What hath he done? Bing 
Sould. A would haue taken the king away perforce, 
As we were bringing him to Killingworth, 

CMortimer.iv. Did you attempt his reſcue, & a 
| ſpeake? | 


En. Mortmer,[did,he is our king, 
And thou compellt this prince to weate the crowne. 
| L 2 Mort. 


The Tragedie 
— in, Strike off bis head, he ſhall haue marſhall 
ä awe, | | : ; 
Ed. Strike of my head, baſe traitor / deſie thee... : 
Kivg.My lord, he is my vnckle, and ſhall hu. 
Mor. iu. My lord, he is your enemie, and ſhall die, 
Edmund. Staie villaines, 
Kirg. Sweete mother, if [cannot pardon him, 
Tatreate my lord Protectot for his life, 
Qs. Sonne, be content, [dare not ſpeake a worde. 
Vg. Nor I, and yet me thinkes I ſheuld commaund, 
But ſeeing I cannot, ile entreate for him: | 
My lord, if you will let my vnckleliue, 
I will requite it when /come to age, 
c Mort. iu. Tis for your highneſſe good, and for the 
; realmes, 
How often ſhall I bid you beare him hence? 
Edm, Att thou king, muſt / die at thy commaund? 
en our commaund, once more away with 
im. 
Eda. Let me but ſtay and ſpeake, I will not go, 
Either my brother or his ſonne is king, 
And none of both, then thirſt for Edmunds bloud. 
And therefore ſoldiers whether will you hale me? 
They hale Edmund away, and carie bim 
1Ię5 be bebeaded. 
King. What ſafetie may 7 looke for at his hands, 
chat my Vnckle ſhall be murthered thus? = 
* not ſweete boye, ile garde thee ſrom 
thy foes, | 
Had * liu de, he would haue ſougbt thy death, 


Come ſonne, weele ride a hunting in the parke. 


Lig. And ſhall my Vnckle E Aunnd ride with va? 


9 


Qucents i 


PS 


12 


ol Edward the ſecond. 


QueeneHe is a trattor chinke not on him, tone. 
os Exeunt m mt. 4000 


'y wh # » 1 8 
Is 4 s of . vo 


i HAS T Denen 
Euter. Matr. and qur neg. _7 
Matr. Gurney; 1 wonder the king dies not, 
Being in a vault vp to the knees in water, 4 
To whichthe channels of the caſtell runne, 
From whence a dampe continually ariſeth, 
That were enough to poiſon any man, 
Much more a king brought vp ſo tenderlie. 
urn. And ſo do I, Matreuis: yeſternight 
J opened but the doore to throw him meate, 
And [was almoſt ſtifeled with the ſauor. 
Matr. He hath a body able to endure. 
More then we can enflict, and there fore now.; 
Let vs aſſaile his minde another while. 
Guru. Send for him out thence, and I will anger hirn. 
Matr. But ſtay, whoſe this? 1 


W #2 
93 


* 
1 Ao. 
S - . 


. * 3 0 


Enter Lightborne, 


Light. My lord protector greetes you. 

Guru. Whats heere? / know not how to conſter it. 

Matr. Gurney, it was left vnpointed for the nonce, 
Edwardum occidere nolite timere, 


Thats his meaning. [> Seat 


Light. Know youthis token, /muſt haue the king 
Marr, / ſtay a while, thou ſhalt haue anſwer ſtraig 
- This villain's ſent to make away che king, 
| Gurne), I thought us much. 


Matr. 


The Tragedie 
Mar. And when the murders done, 7 
See how he muſt be handled for his labour, 
Pereat iſte:let him haue the king. 
What elſe, heere is the keyes, this is the lake, 
Doe as you are commaunded by my lord. 
Light. I know what I muſt do, get you away, 
Yet be not farre off, I ſhall need your helfe, 
See that in the next roome IJ haue a hier, HE 
And get me a ſpit, and let it be red note. 
Matre. Very well, * 
urn. Neede youany thing beſides? 1 
Light, What elſe, a table and a fethetrbe. 
Guru, Thats all. | 
Light.1, I, ſo when [call you, bring it in. 
Matre. Feare not you chat. We 
Guru. Heeres a light to go into the dungeon. 
Lightbor. So now muſt I about this geare, nere was 
there an ß | 
So finely handled as this king ſhalbe, 
Foh, hceres a place in deed wich all my hart. 
Edward. V Vhoſe there, what light is that, where- 
fore comes thou? | 
Light. To comfort you, and bring you ioyfull newes. 
Edward. Small comfort findes poore Edward in thy 
lookes, | 
Villains, /know thou comſt to murther me. 
Lꝗbt. To murther you my moſt gratious lorde, 
arre is it from my hart to do you harme, 
The Queene ſent me, to ſee how you were yſed, 
or ſhe relents at this your miſerie. 
\nd what eyes can teftaine from ſhedding teates, 
oſcea king inthis moſt pittious ſtate? - | 


Edv. 


e é— !. .... 7. 
OI EdWard mne ſecon 
n thou already, liſt a while to me, 10 


And then thy heart, were it as Gurney is, 
Or as Matreris, hewne from the Cæucaſiu, 3. Me 
i, Tet will it welt, ere I haue done my tale, 
> This dungeon where they keepe me, is the ſincke, 
Whercin the filthe of all the caſtell falles. -: 11 
Light. O villaines!- „ 63:3 
Es. And there in mire and puddle haue I ſtood, 2 
{ Thistcndayes ſpace, and leaſt that [ſhould ſleepe, C 
One plaies continually vpon a Drum, „ 
They giue me btead and water being aking,...': %u 


So that for want ofſleepe and ſuſtenance, 222 

My mindes diſtempered, and my bodies aumde, :<: 

f And whether I baue limmes or no, / know not, 1 
O would my bloud dropt out from euery vaine, 

As doth this water from my tattered robes: 

Tell Iſebeil the Queene, I lookt not thus, 22 7 

VVhen for her ſake I ran at tilt in Fraunce,.. « , ;, 


And there ynhorſte the duke of Cleremont. ::5.,c3 
Light. O ſpeake no more my lorde, this breakes my 
heart, \ "Roo 


CI_ 


Lie on this bed, and reſt your ſelfe a while 
J. Edw. 700 lookes of thine canharbor nought but 
death, 5 22353 
| , I ſce my tragedie written in thy browes, \ 
Tet ſtay a while, forbeare thy bloudie hande, 
And let me ſee the ſtroke before it comes, - 
That and euen then when / ſhall loſe my life, 
My minde may be more ſtedfaſt on my God. 
. 6: at meanes your highneſſe ro miſtruſt me 
— thus? | 
Eda. What meanes thou to diſſemble with me thus? 
8 | Light. 


' 


But euerie ĩointe ſhakes as I glue it thee: N — | 
O ifchou harborlt murther in thy hart. 20 
Let this gift change thy minde, and ſaue chy e N 
Know that I am a king, oh at tliat name,, 
Ifeele a hell ofgreefe, here is my crowne? :. az 825 
Gone, gone, and doe Iremaine aliue? I 2124 


Ihe lr B. 
Light. Theſe handes were neuer ſtainde "or Inno. 
cent hloud, ... - 1, . 
Nor ſhall they now de tainted with akings.-: ; of 
Edward, Forgiue my e 4: for being: ſuch a «41 
thought, 1 
' One iewell haue Ileſt, teceiue inch, PT "IO 
+ Still feare J. and I know not whats the cauſe, ; 


Leght,Tour ouerwatchde my lord, lie downeand reſt? J 
Edw. But that greefe keepes me N 51 ſhoulde' 
flee e, SONY: = . 
For not theſe ten daies haue theſe eyeulids cloſd;” 
Now as I ſpeake they fall, and yet wich feare 1 
Ofen againe, O where fore fits thou heare . 4 
Light, If you miſtruſt me, ile be gon my . | 
Edw. No, no, for if thou meanſt to murther me, 
Thou wilt returne againe, and therefore ſtay. ＋ 2 
. Light, He ſleepes. SY 
Ede, O let me not die, yet ſtay,O ſtay a while, 1 
Light, How now w.y Lorde. * 
Edw. Something ftill buſſeth in mine cares, 
nd tels me, if I ſleepe I neuer wake, 
This feare is that which makes me tremble thus, 
nd therefore tell me, wherefore art thou come? 
' Light, To rid thee of thy life, Matreuis come, 
Edw, Iam too weake and feeble to reſiſt, 
aſt me ſweete God, and receiue my ſoule, 


Light, 1 


rr n en ed 


ot Edward the ſeconc 
Light. Runne for the table. 
aw. O ſpare me, or diſpatche me in a trice. 
Tb.. So, lay the table downe, and ſtampe on it, 
But not too hard, leaſt that you bruſe his body. 


| CAlurens, I teare mee that this crie will raiſe the 
tovrne, 


And there fore let vs take horſe and away. 
Light. Teil me ſits, was it not btaue lie done? 
Gurs. Excellent well, take this for thy rewarde, 
Then Gurney ſtabs Lightborne, 
Come let vs caſt the body inthe mote, 
And beare the kings to Mortimer our lord, awayg 


Exeunt omnes. 


Enter Mortinur and Matreus. 


Mertim. . Iſt done, Matreuis, and the murtherer 
dead? | | 

Marr, my good Lord, I would it wete vndone. 
Mort. in. Nlatreuis, if thou now groweſt penitent 
le be thy ghoſtly father, there fore chooſe, 
|. Whether thou wilt be ſecretin ihis, 
1 Orelſe die by the hand of Mortimer. 

Aetr. Gurney my lord is fled, and will I feare, 
Betray us bo: h, therefore let me ſlie. 

Alort. iu. Flie to the Sauages. 
Q latr. l humblie thanke your honour. 
Aor. tu. As for my ſl elfe, l ſtand as /oxes huge tree, 
And others are but ſhiubs compard to me. 
All tremble at my name, and / feare none, 
j Lets ſee ho dare impe ache me for his deach? 


| M Neem 


* 
* 


— oo -- CG eg - 


Ihe Tragedie 
| Enter the Queens. 


dern. A Mortimer, the kin g myſonne hath 
His fathers dead,and we haue murdered him, = 


Aſor. lu. What if he haue? the king is yet achilde, 
Queene, I, I, but he teares his haire , and wringsþ 
handes, 
And yowes to be teuengd vpon vs both, 
Into the councell chamber he is gone, | 
To craue the aide and ſuecour of his peeres, 
Aye me, ſee where he comes, and they with him, 
Now Mortimer begins our tragedie. 


 Enterthe king with the lords, . 1 


Lordi. Feare not my lord, know that you are a king, 
Kine, Villaine. | 
CMort.in, How now my lord? 
N 5 not that lam filghted with thy words, 
My father's murdered through thy treacherie, 
And thou ſhalt die, and on his mournefull hearſe, 
Thy hate full and accurſed head ſhall lie, 
To witneſſe tothe world, that by thy meanes, 
His kingly body was too ſoone interrde. a 
Qu. Weepe not ſweete ſonne. 
King, Forbid not me to weepe, he was my father, 
And had you lou de him halfe ſo well as [, 
You could not beare his death thus patiently, 
But you I feare,conſpirde with Mortimer. 


Lordi. Why ſpeake you not ynto my lord the king? 
Nor. iu. Becauſe /thinke ſcorne to be accuſde, 


Who! 


II ELAWATIC S lecond. 
Who is the man date ſay murdere dd him 
King. Traitor, in me my louing father ſpeakes, 
And plainely ſaith, twas thou that murdredſt him, 
, ut hath your grace no other prooſe then 
thi b 
King. Ves, if this be the hand of Mortimer. 


— Falſe Gurney hath betraide me and him- 
elfe. 


Queen. I feard as much, murther cannot be hid. 
Mort. iu. Tis my hand, what gather you by this, 
Ng. That thither thou didſt ſend a murtherer. 
— What murtherer ? bring foorth the man I 
cnt, 

King, A Abrtimergthou knoweſtthat he is ſlaine, 
And ſoſhalt thoube too: why ſtaies he here: 
Bring him vnto a hurdle, drag him foorth, 
Hang him I ſay, and ſet his quarters vp, 
But bring his head back preſently to me, 
| 


Queen, For my ſake ſweete ſonne pittie Mortinur. 
7 Mort.in Madam, intreat not, Iwill rather die, 
| Thenſue for life vnto a paltt ie boye. 
King, Hence with the traitor, with the murderer, 
NAort. iu. Baſe fortune, now I lee, that in thy wheele 
There is a point, to which when men alpire,' 
They tumble hedlong downe, that point Itouchte, 
And ſeeing there was no place to mount 1 higher, 
Why ſhould Igteeue at my declining fall, 
| Farewell faire Queene, wee pe not for Mortimer, 
That ſcornes the world, and as a traveller, 
Goes to diſcouer countries yet vnknowne. 
Ke. What, ſuffer you the traitor to delay 


| Queen, As thourecciucdlt 17 life from me, 
2 
| 


Spill 


— — — — — © „„ 
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And therefore we commit you tothe Tower, 


Ifyou be guiltie, though I be your ſonne, — 


And [ſhall pitie her if ſhe ſpeake againe. 


— 


The Tragedie 
gpill not the bloud of gentle Mortimer. 
King. This argues, that you ſpilt my fathers bloud, 

Els would you not intreate for Mortimer. 8 
Nuten. ſpill his bloud? no. MV 
King. I madam you, for ſo the rumor runnes. 

Q «zen, That rumor is vntrue, for loving thee, 

Is this report taiſde on poore /ſabell,. . .* .x.. 
King. I doe not thinke her ſo vnnaturall. 
Lordi, My lord, I feare me it will 3 too ttue. 

King. Mother, you are ſuſpected for his death, 


Till further triall may be made thereof, 


Thin le not to finde me ſlack or pitifull. ä 

O01 Nay,tomy death, for too long haue Iliued- 

When as my ſonne thinkes to abridge my daies. 

King. Awaye with her, her wordes inforce theſe 
teares, . 


Qucen. Shall I not moorne for my beloued lord 2 
And with the reſtaccompanie him to his grau.. 
Lords, Thus madam, tis the kings will you ſhall 
hence, 1 5 
Quer. He hath forgotten me, ſlay, I am his mother, 
Lordi. That bootes not, there fote gentle madam! 
8oe. | = Be DE 9 
Nuten. 2 come ſweete death, and rid ine of this 
greefe. e 
Lads, My lord, here is the head of Alortimer., 


1 
j 


King. oy ferche my fathers hearſe , where irſhall 
ie, 5 


Could 


Allet theſe teates diſtilling rom mine eyes, 


of Edwardthe ſecond:;, 
Could I/ haue tulde thee then as I donowp - 
Thou hadſt not hatcht this monſttous treachegien 
Heere comes the heatſe, helpe me to moorne my lor 
Sweeze Ather hoere, vnto thy murdered ghoſt, 


Joſfet vp this wicked traitors head, 


Be wicneſle of my greefe and innocencie. 
* (Yo 6 
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